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The Tr age die of . Hamlet 

Tran You come moft carefully vpon yourhoure. 

Bar. *Ti$ now ftrookc twcluc, get thee to bed Tranctfc* 

Tran. For this rehefe much thanks, tfebitcer cold, 

And I am fick ac heart. 

Bar. Haue you had '-*j?ec guard < 

Fran • Noe a Moufe Ivrring. 

Bar . Weil, good nighc : 

If you d oc meet Horatio and MarcelUu. * 

The riualls of my watch, bid them make hart. 

Enter Horatio and Mar - 

CtllHio 

Vrancifioi I thinke I heare them , Band ho , who is 
there ? 

Horn i Friends to this ground. 

Mar . And Leegcmen to the Dane. 

Tran. Giueyou good night.. 

CMarcellm. O , farewell honifl Souldierr , who hath re- 
lieti’d. you ? 

r " n '*‘™* r £ h * th "*y P lace J 8 iuc you good night .Exit Prat,, 

Mar.Holh^Barnardo. 

Bar. Say what, is Horatio there 

Hora. Apeeceofhim. 

Bar. Welcome Horatio , welcome good Marccim. 

Bora. What ha’s this thing appear’d againc to nieht \ 

Bar. I hauefeene nothing. * 

UWar 9 Horatio layes cjs but a fantafie. 

And w 11 not let beliefc take hold of him. 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feeneof vs. 

Therefore I haue ihtreated him along. 

With vs to wacch the minutes of this night, % 

That if againe this apparition come, • 

He may approue our eyes and fpeake to it, 

Horn. rufh,Tu(h, ’twill not appearCi 

Bar. Sit do wne a while, 

And let vs once againc aflaile your carets 

Tha* 



^Prince of Denmarfcc. 

that are fo fortified againft our ftory, 

What we haue two nights feenc. 

Hora. Well, fit we downe, 

And let vs heare Barnard* fpeake ©t this. 

W hen "y on<f fame ft ar thatsWeflward from the Pole} 

Had made his courfe t’illumin that part of heauen 
Where now it burnes, tJKarttUu* and my ielte 
The Bell then beating one. 

EnttrGh.il. 

Mar. Peace breake thee off looke where it corner againc, 

Ear. In the fame figure like the King that* dead. 

Mar. Thou art a Scholler fpeake to it Horatio. 

jltra. Mofl like, it horrowes me with fearc and wonder. 

Bar. It would be fpokc to. 

Mar. Speake to it Horatio ^ .... 

Horn. What art tbou that vfurptt this time of night, 
Together with that faire and warlike forme. 

In which the Maicfty of buried ‘Denmark/ 

Did fomtimes marchrby heauen I charge thee fpcak. 

Mar . It it offended. 

'Bar. See it Banker away. 

Hora. Stay, fpeake, fpeake I charge thee fpeake. 

Exit Ghoil. 

Mar. Tis gone and will not anfwere> 

Bar. How now Horatio,you tremble & look pale, 

7s not this femething more then phantafie ? 

What thinke you of it ? 

Hora. Before my God I might not this beleeue. 

Without the fenfiblc and true auouch 
Ofmineowne eics. 
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The Tr age die o/Hamlefc 

Mar. Is itnot like the King ? 

Horn. As thou art to thy felfe s 
Such was the very Armor he had 00, 

When t.e the ambitious Norway combated, 

So frownd he once when in an angry parle 
He (mote the (leaded Pollax on the ice. 

Tis ((range. 

Mar. Thus twice before and iumpe at this dead houre. 
With Martiall ftauke hath he gone by our watch. 

Hora. In what particular thought, to worke Iknow not, 
Butimhegrofle and fcopeof mine opinion. 

-This bodes fome ftrange eruption to our ftatc. 

Mar. Good now fitdowne, and tell mehechatknowes. 
Why this. fame drift and moft obferuant watch 
So nightly toilcs the fubieft of the Land, 

And with fuch daily coft of brazen Cannon 
And forraine Mart for Implements of warre, 

Why fuch impreffe of (hip-wrights, whofe fore taske 
Does not diuide the Sunday from the wreke. 

What might be toward, that this fweatiehafte 
Doth make the night joint labour with the day, 

Who ift that can informe me ? 

Hora. That can I. 

At lead the whifper goes fo, our lad Kin g, 

Whofe Image euen but now appear’d to ys. 

Was as you know by Fortinbrajfe of Norway, 

Thereto prickt on by a mod emulate pride. 

Dar’d to the combate; in which our valiant Hamlet, 

(For (b this fide of our knowne world edeem’d him) 

Did (lay this Fortirbrajfe, who by a feald compaft 
Well ratified by Law and Heraldrie 
Did forfait (with his life) all thefe his lands 
Which he dood fcaz’d of, to the conquerour. 

Againft the which a moity competent 
Was gaged by our King, which had returne 
To the inheritance of Fortinbrajfe, 



Had 




(Prince <j/Denmarke. 

Had he bin vanquiftier; as by the fame comart, 

. And carriage of the Articles defigne. 

His fell to Hamlet', now Sir,y ong Fortmtrafe 
Of vnimprooued mettle, hot and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 

Sharkt vp a lift of lawleffe refolutes 

For food and diet to fome enterprise 

That hath a ftomake in’c, which no other 

As sc doth well appearc vnto our ftate 

But to recouer of r s by ftrong hand 

And tearmes compulfatory^thofe forefaid land* 

So by his father loft ; and this I take it, 

Is the mainemotiue of our preparations 

The fource of this our watch, and the chiefe head 
1 ^ Of this poft-hafte and romeage in thcland. 

Bar. Ithinkcit be no other but euen fo ; 

Well may it fort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch fo like the King 
That was and is the queftion of thefe wanes. 

Hora „ A mote it is to trouble the minds cie : 

In the moft high and palmy ft ate of Rome , 

A little ere the mightieft l at ins fell 

The graues flood tennantleffe,and the fheeted dead 

Didiqueake and gibber in the Roman ftreets 

As ftanes with traincs of fire, and dewes of bloud 

Difafters in the Sun; and the moift ftarre, 

Vpon whofe influence Neptmes Empire ftands. 
Was fick almoftto DoomefJay with edipfc 
And euen the like precurfe offierceeUertts, 

As Harbingers preceding ftill the fates 
And Prologue to the Omen comming on 
Haue Heauen and Earth together dcmooftratccl 
Vnto our Climatures and Countrimen. 

Enter Ghofie, 



But fofc, behold, lo where it comes againe 

Be 
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The Cocke 
crowes . 



The TragtdieoJ Hamlet 

Tie croffe it though it blaft me : flay illufion, It fpreadt 

If thou hatt any found or vfe of voice, bit armtt. 

Speake to me, if there be any good thing to be done 
That may to thee doe eafe and grace to me, 

Speake to me. 

If thou art prime to thy Countries fate 
Which happily foreknowing may auoid, 

O fpeake : 

Or if thou haftvphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treasure in the wombe ofearth, 

For which they fay your fpirits oft walke in death. 

Speake of it, flay and fpeake, flop it Marccllw. 

Mar. Shall I flrikeit with my partisan? 

Hor. Doe if it will not Rand. 

Bar. Tis hecre. 

Her. Tisheere. 

Mar. Tis gone, 

VVe doe ft wrong being fo Maiefticall 
To offer it the ftiow of violence, 

For it is as the aire, invulnerable. 

And ourvaine blowes.tnalicious mockery. 

•Bar . It was about tolpeak when the cock crew. 

Hot. And then it ftarted like a guilty thing, 

Vpon a fearfull fummons ; I haue heard, 

The Cock that is the Trumpet to the mornc. 

Doth with his loftie and fluill founding throat 
Awake the God of day, and at his warning 
Whether in $ea or Fire, in Earth or Aire, • * 
Th‘extrauagant and erring fpirit hies 
To his confine, and of the truth hcercin 
This prefent obiedf mad e probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the Cock, 

Some fay thateuer gainftthat feafon comes. 

Wherein our Sauiours birth is celebrated 
This bird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

And then they fay no fpirit dare ftirre abroad 
The nights are whol(ome,then noPlanets ilrike, 

NoFaiiy takes, nor witch hath power to tharme 






So 



Prince d/Denmarfc£ 

Le^vs 6 imp ar^ what we* haue fcene'to nighJ 
Vnco voung Hamlet, for vpon my life 
This fpirit dumbe tors, will fpeake to him : 

Doc you confent we (hall acquaint him with it 
As necdfull in our loues fitting our dutic. - 
Mar. Lctsdoo’t I pray, and I this motningknow 
Wh«c wc fhall find him moft conuement. Exeunt. 

flettrijh. Enter Clandhu, King of Denmarke, Gertradthe 
Qteeene, fim/aile :xs Polomtee , andbu Sonne Lmt. 
tee, Hamlet, cum all//. 

Claud. Though yet of Hamlet om deare brothers death 
The memory be greene, and that it vs befitted 
To beare our hearts in griefe & our whole kingdom. 

To be contra&cd in one brow of woe. 

Yet fo far hath diferetion fought with nature. 

That we with wifeftforrow thinke on him 
Together with remembf ancc of out felucs * 

Therefore our fometime Sifter, now our Queene 
Th’ Imperiall ioyatreffe to this warlike State 
Haue we as twete'with a defeated ioy 
With an aufpitious, and a dropping eye. 

With mirth in funerall, and with dirge in, manage, 

Inequall fcale weighing delight and dole 
Taken to wife s nor haue we herein bard 
Your better wifdomes, which haue freely gone 
With this affaire along (for all our thankes) 

Now follower that you know young Portmbrafe, 

Holdings weakefuppolall of our worth 
Or thinking by our late deare brothers death 
Our ftate to be difioy t, and out of frame 
Collegued with this dreame of his aduantage 
He hath not faild to peftcr vs with mefiage 
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TheTrageSe of Hamlec 

Importing the furrendc.r of thofc Lands 
Lott by his father, with all bands c: Law 
To our moft valiant brother, fo much for him ? 

Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting. 

Thus much the bufineffe is, we haue here writ 

To Norway Vncle of young Fortenbrtijfe ■ - 

Who impotent a d bedred fcar^ely hcares 

Of this hisNephcwes purpofe; to fuppreffc 

His further gate herein, in that the leuics, 

The lifts, and full proportions arc all made 
Out of his fubiedi , and we here difpateh 
You good Cornelius , and you ZJaltemand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway* 

Giuingtoyouno further pcrfonall power 
To bufineffe with the King, more then the fcope 
Ofchefc delated Articles allow. : 

Farewell, and let your haft commend your dutie. 

Cor. Vo. Inchat, and ail things will we (he w our duty. 
King. We doubt ii nothing, hartily farewell. 

And now Laertes whats the newes with you? 

You told vs of tome lute, what ift Laertes* 

You cannot fpeakc of reafon to the Dane 

And lofeyour voice; what would* ft thou beg Laertes ‘ 

That (hall not be my offer, not thy asking. 

The headis not more natiue to the heart 
The hand more infttun*entall to the mouth 
Then is the throne of Denmark * to thy father. 

What would’tt thou haue Laertes £ 

Lar. My dread Lord* 

Your lcaue and fetiour to returne to Wane** 

From whence though willingly I came to Denmark, e? 

To fhew my dutie in your Coronation; 

Yet now I muft confetti, chat dutie done 
My thoughts and wilhes bend againc toward France, 

And bow them to your gracious leauc and pardon. 

Kino-. Haue you your fathers leauc, what faies Polontm ;■ 
Polo. He hath my Lord wrung from me nay flow lcaue 
By labourfome petition, and at laft 
Vpon his wilt I feald my hard confers* 



f I 



Prince e/Denmarke.' 

I doe befeeeh you giue him lcaue tag oe. 

King* Take thy faire houre Laertes , time bethine^ 

And thy beft graces fpend it at thy will : 

Buf now my Coufin Hamlet , and(my fonne. 

Ham. A little more then kin, and Idle then kind. 

King. How is it that the clouds ftill hang on you. 

Ham. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the Tonne." 

Queene . Good Hamlet caft thy flighted colour off 
And Jec'thineeic looke like a friend on Dcnmarkf* 

Doe not for euer with thy vailed lids, 

Seeke for thy noble father in the duft. 

Thou know’ft tis common all that liucs muft die, 

Patting through nature to cternitie. 

Ham. I Madam, it is common. 

Qnee. If it be, 

Why feemes it fo pcrticuler with thee. 

Ham. Seemes Madam,nay itis,I knownot feemes* 

Tis not alone my inkie cloke could fmothcr, 

Nor cuftomarie Sutes of folemne blackc. 

Nor windie fufpiration of forft breath. 

No, nor the fruitfull Riuer in the eie, 

Nor the deiedled hauiour of the vifage. 

Together with all formes, moods, (hapes of griefe 
That can deuoute me truly, thefc indeed feeme. 

For they are aftions that a man might play. 

But I haue that within which paifes {hew, 

Thefe but the trappings and the fuites of woe. % 

King. Tis fwcet and commendable in your nature Hamlec, 
To giuc thefe mourning duties to your father* 

But you muft know your father loft a father. 

That father loft, loft his, and the furuiucr bound 
In filliall obligation for feme tearme 
To doe obfequious forrowes, but to perfeuer 
In obftrnate condolcment, is a courfe 
Of impious ftubbornneffc, tis vnmanly griefe* 

It fhewes a will moft incorredi to Hcauen, 

A heart vnfortified, or minde impatient*" 

An vndcrftanding Ample and vnfcheoldj 
Bor what we know muft be, and is as common 
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TheTragedie of Hamlec 



As any the moft vulgar thing to fence, 

Why fhould we in our peeuifhoppohuoiv 
Take it to heart, fie, tis a fault to heaueh, 

Afault againft the ctead, a fault to nature. 

To reafon moft abiurd, whofe common theame 
Is death of father*, and who ftilt hath cryed 
From the firft courfe, till he that died to day 
This mult befo: we pray you throw to earth 
This vnpreuailing woe, and thinkc of vs 
As of a father, for let the World take note 
You are the moft immediate to our throne. 

And with no lefle nobilitic of loue 

Then that which deareft father beares his fonne, 

Doel impart toward you for your intent. 

In going backe to fchooie to Wittenberg, 

It is moft retrograd to our defire. 

And we befeech you bend you to remaine 
Heere in the cheare and comfort of our etc, 

Ourchiefefl Courtier, Coufin, and out fonne. 

Qit' Let not thy mother loofe her praiers Hamlet* 

I pray thee (lay with vs , goe not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I (hall in all my beft ©bay you Madame. 

King. Why, tis a louing and a faire reply, 

Be as our felfe in Denmark^, Madame come, 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits Trailing to my heart, in grace whereof. 

No iocond health that Denmarks driokes today. 

But the great Canon to the ctoudes mall tell. 

And the Kings rowfe the Heauenlhal brute agame, 

Refoeaking earthly thunder; come away. Flour, \b. *B, 

Ham.O that this too too Tallied flefh. would melt, but Hamlet. 
Thaw and refolue it felfe intoa dew. 

Or that the cuerlafting had not fixe , 

His Cannon gainft fealc flaughter,0 God,God, 

How wary, dale, flat, and vnproficablc 
Seer«e to me all the vfes of this World 1 
Fie on*t, ah fie, tis an vr. needed Garden, _ 

That growes to fecd^hings ranke & grows in nature 
poffeffe it mecrely that it fhould come thus ■ ■ - 
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Prince o/Denmarke. 



Let roe not thinkc on’t"; frailtie thy name is woman 
A little month. Orerethofefliooes were old 
With which (he followed my poore fathers bodie 
like Niobe all ceares, why flic e 
O God ! a beaft that wants difeourfe of realon 
Would haue mourn’d longer, marled with my Vncfe 
My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Then 1 to Hercules , within a moneth. 

Ere yet the fait of moft vnrighteous teares 
Had left the fluffing in her gauled eies 
She married Oh l moft wicked fpeed 5 to pert 
With fuch dexteritie to inceftious fheets, 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good f 

But breake my heart for I moft hold my tongue, 

Enter Horatio , c JMarcelltu and Bernardo • 

Hora . Haile to your Tordihig| (felfe 

Ham, Iamgladtofceyou weif ; Horatio, or I doe forget my 
Hora , The fame my Lord, and your poore feruant euer. 

Ilam, Sirmy £ood friend, He change that name with you* 
And what make youdrom Wittenberg, Horatio f 
Marccllw* 

Mar* My good Lord. 

Bam. I am very glad to fee you (good euen fir) 

But what in faith make you from Wittenberg ? 

Hora t A truant difpofition good my Lord. 

Ham . I would not hcare your enemie fay fe 
Nor fhall you doe my earc that violence 
T o make it truft er of your o wne report 
Againft your felfe, I know you are no truant, 

But what is your affaire io Elfonoure • 

Wcclc teach you for to drinkc ere you depart. 

B 3 How* 



But two moneths dead, nay not fo much, not twt 

So excellent a King 'bac was to th.s 

Hyperion to a Satyre, fo tog tom mother, 
That he might not beteeme the winds of Heaucn 
Vifit her face too roughly : hcauen and earth 
Mud I remember, why fhe fhould hang on him 
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The Tragedk ^/Hamlet 

HiraMy Lord, I came to fee your fathers funeral. 

Ham. I prethee doe not mock me fellow fiudent, 

I thinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

Hera. Indeed tny Lord it followed hard vpon. 

/frw.Thrifr.thnft, Horatio, the funer al bak’t meats 
Did coldly furnifh forth the marriage tables, 

Would I had met my deareft fee in Heauen 
Or cuerl had fecne that day Horatie, 

My father me thinkes I fee my father. 

Hera. Where my Lord ? 

Ham. In my minds eie Horatio. 

Hora. I faw him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man take him for all in all 
I fliall not iooke vpon his like againe. 

Hora . My Lord, I thinke I faw him yefternighc. 

Ham. Saw, who? 

Hora. My Lord the King your father. 

Ham. The King my father? 

Hora. Seafon your adroiration for a while 
With an attentiue eare till I may deliuer 
Vpon the witneffe of thefc Gentlemen 
This raaiuailetoyou. IVrr 

Ham. For Gods loue letmchcare? 

Hora. Two nights together thefe Gentlemen, 
MarceUut, and 'B araardo , oti tlo watch, 

In the dead vaft and middle of the night / ; ' 

3eene thus iiicountred, a figure like your father 
Armed ac point, exadily Capapea 
Appeares before them, and with folemne march, 

Goes ftow.snd (lately by them; thrice he walkt 
By their oppreft and feare furprized eies 
Within this trnnehions length, whil’ft they diftili d 
Almoft to gelly , with the aft of feare 
Stand dumbe and fpcake not to him; this to me. 

In dreadful! fccrecie impart they did, 

An I T with them the third night kept the watch. 
Whereas they had deliuered both in time, v 

Forme of the thing, each word made true and good. 
The apparition comes s I knew your father* 





hefe 



Prince o/Dcnmarike. 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

mm. But where was this ? , 

Mar. My Lord v P on platf° rmc where wc watchf^ 

Ham. Did you not fpcake to it ? 
j Wm My Lord, I did, 

( iffft anfwer m ade it none, yet once me thought 
It lifted vp it s head and did addreffe 
It felfe to motion, like as it would fpeake s ^ ^ 

But eueMhen the morning Cock crew loud, 

A a d at i^Snd it fhrunke in halt a way 
And vanifht from our fight. 

Ham . Tis verie ftrange. 

Hora . As I doe Hue my honor'd Lord tis true 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our dude 
To let you know of it, 

H*m. Indeed firs but this troubles nfc. 

Hold you the watch to night ? 

AU. Wc doe my Lord, 

Ham. Arm’d fay you? 

Alla A' m’d my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe? 

AH* My Lord from head to foot, , r: f{ un * 

Ham. Then fow you not his face ? 

O yes my Lord, he wore hi* bcaucr rp. 

Ham. What look’t he frowningly >■ 

Hora. A countenance more inforrow then i# anger* 

Ham. Pale or red? m ?i\A: H 

Hora*. Nay verie pale* 

Ham. And fixt his eies vpon you? ; — 

• Hora. Moft conftantly* 

Ham. I would I had bcene there. [ 

Hora . It would hauc much amaz’d you,; 

Ham. Verie like s Raid it long ? 

Hora . While one with moderate hade might tell a hundred^ 
Both. Longer, longer. - 

Hora. Not when I faw*t. 

Ham. His beard was griffeld, no* 

Hora. It was as I hauc fcenc it in his life 
A fable filuer’dc 
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Bam. I will watch to night 
Perchance twill walke againe. 

Nora. Iwarn’cic will. 

Ham. If it affume my noble fathers perfon, 

Ilefpeake to it though hell it felfefliould gape 
And bid me hold my peace; I pray you all 
If you haue hitherto conceald this fight 
Let it be tenable in your filencc ftill, 

And whatfoeuerelfc (hall hap tonight, 

Giue it an vndcrftanding but no tongue, 

I will requite your loues, fo fare you well : 

Vpon thcplatforme twixt eleuen and tweluc 
Ilevificyou. 

,AH Our dutic to your honour. Exeunt. 

Ham. Your loues as.mine to you, farewell. 

My fathers fpirit (in arm<?s) all is not well, 

I doubt fome foule play , would the night were come 
Till then fit ftill my foule, foule deeds will rife 
Though all the earth ore-whelmc them to mens cies. 

Enter Laertes and Ophelia hie Sitter* 

Laer. My neceffaries ape imbarkt, farewell* 

And fifter as the winds giue benefit 
And conuay, in affiftant, dot not fleepe 
But let me hearc from you. 

Ophe , Doe yoti doubt that ? 

Laer. Hamlet zn&tht trifling of his fauour, 

Hold it a fifliion, and a toy in bloud, 

A violet in the youth of primie nature, 

Forward , not permanent^, fweet, not lafting, 

The perfume and fuppliance of a minute 
No more 

Ophe. No more but fo. 

Laer • Thinke it no more. 

For nature crcflanc;does nor grow alone, 

Intbewes andbulkes, but as this Temple waxes 
The inward feruice of the mind and foule 
Growes wide withall, perhaps he loues you now. 

And now no foile nor cautell doth bcfmerch 

The vertue of his wity but you muft fcare* ^ 



t 



Exit . 






Prim fl/Denniarkc7 

His greatneffe waid, his will is not his owne. 

He may not as vmialued perfons doe, 

Craue for himfelfe, for on his choice depends 
The fafetie and health of this whole ftate, 

And therefore muft his choifebe^circumfcrib’d, 
Vnto the voice and ycelding of tha t bodie, 
Whereofheis the head, then if he fries he loues you, 
It fits your wifdome fo farre to beleeue it 
As he in hisjiarticular and place 
May giue his faying deed, which is no fimhor. 

Then the maine voice of Denmark goes withall. 
Then weigh what Ioflc ydur honour may fuftaine. 

If with too credent care you lift his fongs 
Or loofe your heart, or your chaft treafureopen, 
Tohis vnmaftred importunitie. 

Fearc it Ophelia , fearc it my deare fifter. 

And keepe you in the reare of your afFe&ion 
Out ©ftheftiotand danger of defire, 

“ The charicft maide is prodigall enough 
If flic vnmaske her beautie to the Moone 

<c Vertue it felfc fcapei not calumnious ftrokes 
* c The Canker gaules the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons be difcWd, 

And in the morne and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blaftraents are moft iminent. 

Be wane then, beft fafetie lies in fcare. 

Youth to it felfe rcbels,though none elfe neere. 

Ophe. I fliall the effed of this good lefion kcepe^ 

As watchmen to my heart: but good my brother 
Doe not as forae vngracious Paftors doe. 

Shew me the fteepe and thornie way to heauen 
Whiles a puft, and recklcs libertine, 

Himfelfe the primrofepath of daliancc treads. 

And reakes not his o wnc Reed. Enter Poloniw* 

Laer. O fcare me not, 

I flay too long, but heere my father comes 
A double blefling, is a double grace, 

Occafion fmilcs vpon a fecond leaue. 

Ycc here Laertes t aboord^aboord for fharac. 
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The wind Cush thefhouldcr ofyour failc, 

And you are ttaied for, thereby blefling with thee-. 

And thefe few precepts in thy meroorie 

Looke thou character, giue thy thoughts no tongue, 

Nor any vnpropottio'i’d thought his aft, 

Be thou familiar, but by no meanes vulgar, 

Thofe friends thou baft and their adoption tried, 

Grapple them vnto thy foule with boopts of fteele, 

But doe nor dull thy palme with entertainment 
Of each new hatcht vofledgd courage ; .beware 
Of entrance to aquatr.cll,i»uc being in, 

Bcai’t that th’ oppofer may beware of theei 
Giue euerie man thy eare, but few thy voice, 

Take each mans cenfure, butreferue thy iudgement, 

Coftly thy habit as thy purfe can buy, 

But not expreft infancies rich not gaudie, 

Forthe apparell oft proclaims the man : r i. 

And they in Frattce of the beft ranke and fta his,. 

Atcofa moltfcleft and generous, cbiefeint’tat; 

Neither a borrower nor a lender boy. 

For loue oft loofes both it fclfe anid friend, 

And borrowing dulleth the edge of husbandr: * 
Thisaboueall, to thine ownc felfe be true 
Aod it muft follow as the night the day 
Thou canft not then befalfc to any man j: 

Farewell my blefling feafon this in thee. 

Laer. Moft humbly doe I take my leaue my Lord. 

Pol. The time inuefts you,go,yourferuants tend,. 

Laer. Farewell Ophelia, and remember well 

What I haue faid to you. 

Ophi. Tis in my memorie loekt 
And you your felfe (hall keepe the key of it. 

Laer. Farewell. Exit, Laertes. 

Pol. What ift Ophelia he hath faid to you ? . . = 

Opbe. So pleafe you, fomething touching the Lord Hamlet, 
Pol. Marrie well bethought 
Tis told me he hath very oftof late 
Giuen priuate time to you, and you your felfe 
Haue of your audience beetle moft free and bounteous, 
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If it be fo, as fo tis put on me, 

And that in way of caution I muft tell you, 

You doe not vndcrftand your felfe fo cleercly 
As it behooues my daughter and your honour, 

What is betweene you giue me yp the truth. 

Of he. He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Of his affe&ion to me. 

Pol . Affe<5tton,puh,you fpeakc like a greene girle, 

Vnfifted in fuch pcrillous circumftance, 

Doe you belecuc his tenders, as you call them } 

Ophe . I doe not know cny Lord what I fhould thinke, 

Pol, Marrie I will teach you, thinke your fclfe a babie, 
Thar you bane cade thefe tenders for true pay. 

Which are not fterling : tender your fclfe more dcarely 
Or (not to cracke the wind of the poore phrafe) 

Wrong it thus, youle tender me a foole. 

Ophe. My Lord he hath importuned me with loue 
la honorable faflhtibn. 

Pol. I, fafhion you may call it, goe to, goe to. 

Ophe. And hath giuen countenance to his fpeech 
My Lord, with aimed all the holy yowcs of heauen. 

Pel. I, fpringes to catch Wood-cocks, I do know 
When the bloud burnes,how prodigall the foule 
Lends the tongue yowcs, thefe blazes daughter 
Giuing more light then heate, extin& in both 
Euen in their promife, as it is a making 
You muft not tak'r for fire j from this time 
Be fome thing fcantcr of your maiden prefence 
Set your in treatments at a higher rate 
Then acommand to parle ; for Lord Hamlet ^ 

Belceucfo much in him, that heis young, 

And with a larger teder may he walke 
Then may be giuen you : in few Ophelia, 

Doe not bclceuc his vowes,for they arc Brokers 
Not of that die which their inueftmems (hew 
But meere implorators of ynholy fuites. 

Breathing like fan&ificd and pious bonds 
The better to beguile : this is for all, 

1 would not in plainc termesfrom this time forth 

€ a Haue 
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The Tragedie, o f Hamlet : 

Haueyou foflander any moments leifore 

As to oiuc words ortalkc yv^tji the Lord Hamlet, ; • 

Looke’ioo’t Ticharge you, come your waies. V 

Ofhe. Ifhall obey my Lord. f 

■■ .s ! 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio,and Marctllta. • ? ; , - 3 .. - 
The aire bites foroudly.it is very cold. - , 

Horn. It is nipping, and an eager aire. 

Ham. What houre now ? 

Hera. I thinke it lackes oftwclue. 

Mar. ^No, it is fkooke 

Hora. Indeed;! heard it not, it then drawepfleere theftafon. 
Wherein the fpiritheid his wont to walfce A flour i(h of True * t 

What does this rneahe my Lor d ? ■ fett, and two feecet geesejf',. 

Ham. The King doth walke tonight and takes his rowfe,. 

Keeps waffell and the Swaggering yp-|ptingrceles : , 0 It 

And as he drained his droits of Rhcnifti.dowoc, vM . S i 

The Kettle Drummc and Trumpet, thus bray quc. : 

The triumph of his pledge. 1 

Hora. Isitacuftooie* 

Ham. I manic ift* . 

But to my mind, though l am natiucheere , . : jpj 

And to the manner borne, it is a cuftome 
More honourd in the breach, then the obferuance,. 

Thisjreauie-hcaded rcufi;ll Eaft and Weft 

Makes vs traduc s d and taxed of other Nations* 

They dip vs Drunkards and withfv^ini(nphrafe 
Soile our addition, and indeed it takes . . 

From ouratchieuements, though perform d at height. 

The pith and marow of our attribute,, 

So oft it chances in particular men. 

That for fome vicious mole of nature in them 

As in their birth wherein they arc not guiUie, , , m v | 

(Since n ature cannot choofe his oti gen), 

Bv their ore- growth of lome complexion 

Oft breaking downe the Pales and Forts .qf. ilealo^ M : 

Gr by fome habit that tqo much ore-leauens 

The forme of plaufiue manners, that thefe men 

Carrying I fay theftampe of one dcfcS Being 






Tr'meerf Denmark^ v 

Being Natures liuery, or Fortunes ftarre, 

His Vertues els be they as pure as grace. 

As infinite as man may vndergoe. 

Shall in the general! cenfuie take corruption 
From that particular fault : the dram of cafe 
Doth all the noble fubftanceof a doubt 

Tohisownefcandall. 

Enter Gbofl. 

Looke my Lord it comes. ' ' 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend vs ! 

Be thou a fpirit of health, or Goblin damn d, 

Bring with thee aires fromheauen,6rblaftsfromhel i: 

Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 

Thon corn’ll in fuch a queftionable foape. 

That I will fpeake to thee, lie call thee Hamlet, 

King, Father, Royall Dane, O anfwere me, 

let me not burft in ignorance, but tell 

Why thy canoniz’d bones hearfed in death 
Haue burft their cerements ? why the Sepulchre,. 

Wherein we faw thee quietly interred 
Hath op’t his ponderous and marble iawes. 

To call thee vp againe? what may this meane 
That thou dead coarfe, againe in coropleat ftcele 
Reuifitcs thus the glimpfes of the Moonc, 

Making night hideous, and we fooles of Nature 

So horridly to fhske our difpofition 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our foules, 

Say why is this, wherefore, what Ibould we doe ? Tteckgnto 
Hora. It beckons you to goe away with it 
As if it feme impartment did defire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Looke with what courteous aftion 
It wanes you to a more rernooued ground. 

But doe not goe with it. 

Hora. No,bynomeanes. 

Ham. It will not fpeake, then I will follow it. 

Hera. Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. Why? what foould tjojhc feare, 

I doc not fet toy life at a paSis fee, 

C 3 And; 
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The Tntgedte 0/ Hamlet 

And for my foulc, what can it doc to that 
Being a thing immortall as it fclfe j 
It waucs me forth againc, 11c folloW-K 

Hora. What if it tempt you towards the floud my Lord, 

Or to the dreadfull l'omnet of the cleefe 
That bcttels ore his bafe into the Sea, 

And there afliimc fome other horrible forme 
Which might depriue your Soueraigntic of reafon, 

And draw you intomadneffe, thinkeof it, 

The verie place puls toyes of defperation 
Without more motiuc, into eucry brainc 
That lookes fo many fadomes to the Sea 
An d heat es it rore beneath. 

Ham . It wanes me flill, 

Goe on, lie follow thee. 

Mar , You lhall not goe my Lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hands# 

Hora. Be rul’d, you (hall not goe# 

Ham . My fate cries out 
And makes each pet tic attire in this bodie 
As hardie as the Ncmcan Lions nerue ; 

Still ami cald, vnhand me Gentlemen 
By heauen lie make a Ghoft of him that lets me, 

I fay away, goe one, lie follow thee# Exit Ghojl and Hamlet* 

Hora. He waxes defperate with imagination* 

UMar. Lets follow, tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Hora . Hauc after, to what iffuc will this come ? 

t jMar. Something is rotten in the ftatc of Denmark** 

Hora. Heauen will dire& it. 

Mar. Nay lets follow him. Exeunt . 

" >*. •’ J < 

Enter Ghofl and Hamlet. 

flam. Whether wilt thouleadcme,fpeake, He go no further. 

Ghofl. Markeme. 

Haw. I will. 

Ghoft. My houre is almoft come 
When I tofulphrous and tormenting flames 
Muft render vp my fclfe. ' 

Ham. Alas poor* Ghoft. 

0 e ftf 



Print* ^Denmarke. 

Ghoft. Pittiemee not but lend my ferious hearing to 

whatllhallvnfold. 

Ham. Speake I am bound to heare. 

Ghofi. So art thou to reuenge, when thou fhalt heare. 

Ham. What? 

Ghoft. I am thy fathers fpim, 

]>oom’d for a certaine tearmc to walke themght. 

And for the day confin'd to faft in fires. 

Till the foule crimes done in my daies of nature 
Are burnt and purg’d away : but chad am forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my prifon-houfc, 

I could a tale vnfold whofe lighteft word 
Would harrow y P thy foule, freeze thy young bloud. 
Make thy twoeieslike ftarresfl art from their Spheres,. 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part, 

And each particular haire to ftand an end, 
like quils vpon thefearefull Porpentine ; 

But this eternall blazon muft not be • 

To eares of flrlh and bloud, lift, lift , O lift, 

If thou did’ft euer thy deare father loue. 

> cfc«j?*Rcuenge his foule, and moft vnnatural murther.- 

Bam. Murther. ...... 

Ghoft. Murther moft foule, as in the beft it is,. 

But this moft foule, ftrange and vnnatural!. 

Ham. Hafte me to know*t,ihat I with wings as fwifr. 
As meditation, or the thoughts of loue 
May fweepe to my reuenge. 

Ghoft. 1 find thee apt, 

And duller (houldeft thou be then the fat weed 
That toots it fclfe ip cafe on Lethe wharffe, 

Would’ft thou not ftirtc in this; now Hamlet heare, 

Tis giuen out, that fleeping in my Orchard, 

A Setpent ftung me, fo the whole cate of Denmark* 

Is by a forged proceffe of my death 
Rankely abufed s bu t know thou noble Y outh. 

The Seipent that did ftingthy fathers life 
Now weares hi. Crowne. 

Ham. O my Prophctike foule tnyVnclc. 
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"The Trdgedie ^Hamlet 

Chofi . I that inceftuoua, that adulterate beaft, 

With witchcraft of his wits, with tray terous gifts, 

O wicked wit, and gifts that haue the power 
So to feduce; wonne to his fhamefull lufl 
The will of my moft feeming vertuous Qucene; 

0 Hamlet, what falling off was there 
From me whofe loue was of that dignitie 
That it went hand in hand, euen with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage, and to decline 
Vpon a wretch whofe naturall gifts were poore, 

Tothofc of minejbutvertueas itneuer will be mooued. 

Though lewdneffe court it in a fhape of Hcauen 
Sobutthough to a radiant Angle linckt. 

Will fort it felfe in a celeftiall bed x 

And prey on garbage, . • 

But loft, me thinkes I feent the morning aire, 

Briefc let me be; fleeping within my Orchard, 

My cuftome al waies of the afternoone, 

Vpon my fecurc houre,thy Vncle fiole 
With iuicc of curfed Hcbona in a Viall, 

And in the porches of my eares did poure. 

The leprous diftilmem, whofe effect 
Holds fuch an enmitie with bloud of man, 

That fwift as Quick-filuer it courfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of the.bodie. 

And with a fodaine vigour it doth pofleffe 
And curde like eager droppings into milke. 

The thinne and whoifome bloud; fo did it mine. 

And a moll inftant Tetter barkt about 
Moft Lazerlike with vile and lothforae cruft 
All myJmooth bodic. 

Thus was I fleeping by a brothers hand, 

Oflife, of Crowne, of Queene at once difpatcht, 

V Cut off euen in the bloffomcs of my finne, 

Vjmuzled, difappointed, vn-anucld, 

No reckning made, but fent to my account x ' 

With all my imperfe&ions on roy head, 

O horrible, O horrible, moft horrible. 

If thou haft nature in theebcare it not, 

* Let 

'!• — ^ i — .. . — : ! _ - : — 
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let not the Roy all bed of Denmarkekc 
A Couch for Luxurie and damned Inccfi. 

But ho wfomeuer thou purfues this a#, 

Taint not thy mind, nor ler thy foule contriue 
Againft thy mother ought, leaue her to heauen. 

And to ahofc thornes that in her bofome lodge 
To prick and fling her : fare thee well at once. 

The Gioworme flievves the marine to bcnccrc 
And gins to pale his vneffefluall fire, 

Adiew,adicw,adiew, remember me. 

Bam. O allyouhoftofheaueniO earthlwhat clfe E 
And fliall I couple hell, O fie l hold my heart. 

And you my finewes; grow not inftant old. 

But bearc me fwiftly vp ; remember thee, 

I thou poore Ghoft whiles memorie holds a feat 
In this diftra&ed Globe, remember thee, • 

Yea, from the table of my memorie 
He wipe away all triuiall fond records. 

All faw of Bookes,alI formes, all preffures paft 
That youth and obferuation coppied there, 

And thy comm an dement all alone (hall line. 

Within the Bookc and volume of my braine 
Vnmixt with bafer matter, yes by heauen. 

O mofl pernicious woman. 

O villaine, villaine, fmiling d amned villaine, 

My tables, meetit is I fet itdowne j z-j'f ^ f x 

That one may fmile, and fmile, and be a villaine,, 

At leaft I am fure it may be fo in Denmark?* 

So Vncle, there you are, now to my word. 

It is adiew, adiew, remember me. 

Ihauefwornc’c. 

Enter Horatio , and MarccHtul 
Bora. My Lord, my Lord. 

Mar* Lord Hamlet . 

Bora. Heaucns fecure him. 

Ham. So be it. 

Mar^ Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Bam, Hillo, ho, ho, boy come, and come* 
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tfflar. How ift my noble Lord ? 

Hora. Owonderfull! 

Hor. Good my Lord tell it. 

Ham. No, you will reucale it. 

Hora . Not 1 my Lord by Heauen. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. 

Ham. How fay you then, would heart of man once thinke it, 
But you’le be r * ‘ter. 

Both. I by lwauen. 

Ham. There’s neuer a vilkine , 

Dwelling in all Denmaks 

But he’s an arrant Knaue. , 

Hora. There needs no Ghoft my Lord, come from the gram 

To tell vs this. , > 

Ham • Why right, you are m the right. 

And lb without trtore.citcumfmnce at all, 

I hold it fit that we fliake hands and parr. 

You, as your bufineffe aud defire (ball point you. 

For euery man bath bufinefle and defire 
Such as it is, and for my owne poore part 

1 "nil 7. Sc are but wild and whurling words my Lordj. 
Ham. I am forrie they offend you heartijy, 

Yes faith heartily. 

Hora. There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by saint Patrickb»X there is Horatio , 

And much offence to, touching this vifion hcere, 

It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you, 

For your defire to know what is betweene vs, 

©re-mafter’t as you may, and now good friends, 

Asyou are friends, Schollers,and Souldiers, 

Giue me one poore requeft,. 

Hora. What ift my Lord, we will. 

Ham. Neuer make knowne what you haue leene tonight* 
Both. My Lord we will not. 

Ham. Nay butfweare’t. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not I. 
tMar, Nor I my Lord in faith. 

Ham. Vpon my Swords ■> ^ 



Prince of Denmarke." 

Mar, WehaUefwornemy Lord alreadie. 

Ham. Indeed vpon my Sword, indeed. 

Ghoft cries vttier the Stage. 

Ghoft . Sweare. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, fay’ft thou fo, art thou there trUe penny ? 
Come on, you heare this fellow in the Sellerige, 

Confcnt to fweare. 

Hora. PropofetheoathmyLord. 

Ham. Neuer to fpeake of this that you haue fccne, 

S weare by my Sword* 

Ghoft . Sweare. 

Ham. Hie, & then wcele fliift our ground i 
Come hether Gentlemen, 

And lay your hands againe vpon my Sword, 

Sweare by my Sword 

Neuer to fpeake of this that you haue heard, 

<jhoJl. Sweare by his Sword. 

Ham. Well faid old Mole, canft workc it’h earth fo fall, 

A worthy Pioner once moreremooue good friends. 

Hora. O day and night, but this is wondrous ftradge. 

Ham. And therefore as a ftranger giue it welcome. 

There are more things in heauen and earth Horatio % 

Then are dream' t of in your Philofophy *but come 
Heere as before, neuer fo helpe you mercy, 
(Howftrangeoroddefo mere I bearemy fclfe. 

As I perchancehereafter fhall thinke meet. 

To put an Ant ike difpofition on 

That you at fuch times feeing me, neuer fhall 

With armes incombred thus, or this head (hake. 

Or by pronouncing of fome doubtful! phrafe, 
As,wcl,wcIlweknow,or we could and if we would, 

Or if we lift to fpeake, or there be and if they might. 

Or fuch ambiguous giuing out, to note) 

That you know ought of me, this do fweare. 

So grace and mercy at your moft.necd helpe you. 

Ghoft, Sweare. 

Reft, reft perturbed fpirit : fo Gentlemen, 

With all my loue I doc commend me to you, 

D a And 
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Tbe Tragedie of Hamlet 

And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is, 

May doc t'expreffe his loue and friending to you 
God willing fball not lackc : let vs goe in together, 

And llill your fingers on your lips I pray, 

The time is out ofioynt,0 curled fpight! 

That euer I was borne to fee it right, 

Nay come,lets goe together. Exeunt.. 

Enter oldPolonitts, with his man or two. 

Pol. Giue him this mony,and thefe two notes Reynaldo, 
1 will my Lord. 

Pol. You fhal do marucllous wifely good Reynaldo. 
Before you vifit him, to make inquire, 

Of hisbehauiour. 

• Rey, My Lord, X did intend- it. 

'Pol. Marriewell faid.very well faid lookeyou fir. 
Enquire me firft what Danskers are in Paris. 

And how, 8i who, what means.and where they keep. 
What company, at what expence, and-finding, 

By this encompafrnent and drift of queftion 
That they do know my fonne, come you moreneerer 
Then your particular demands will tuch it. 

Take you as’cwerc fome diftant knowledge of him, 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends. 

And in part him, doe you marke this Reynaldo ? 

Rey. I, very well my Lord. 

Pol. And in part him, but you may fay, not well, 
But y ’ft be he I meane, he’s verie wilde, 

Addifted fo and fo, and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleafe, marrie none fo ranke. 

As may dilhonourhim, take heed of that, 

But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and vfuall flips,. 

As are companions noted and moft knowne 
To youth and libertie. 

Rey. As gaming my Lord. 

Pol. I, or drinking, fencing, fwearing, 

Quarrelling, drabbing,youmay goe fo farre. 

Rey. My Lord, that would dilhonour him. 

Pol. Faith as you may feafbn it in the charge*. 
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You muft not put another fcand all on him 

That’s'not my bit* breath his fauls fo quently 

That they may feeme the taints of libertie. 

The flalh and out-breakc of a fierie mind, 

A fauageneffe in vnreclaimed bloud, 

Ofgenerall afiault. ■■■ 

Rey. But my good Lord. 

Pol. Wherefore fhould you doe this ? 

Rey. I my Lord, I would know that. 

Pol. Marrie fir, heere’s my drift, 

And I beleeue it is a fetch of wit, 

You laying thefe flight follies on my fonne 

As t’were a thing a little foilde with working, 

Marke you, your partie in conuerfe, him you would found 
Hauing eucr feene in the prenominate crimes 
The youth you breath of guiltic, be affur’d 
He clofes with you in this confequence, 

Good fir (or fo) orfriend, or gentleman. 

According to the phrafe, or the addition. 

Of man and Countrie. 

Pey. Verie good my Lord. 

Pol. And then fir doosa this, a doosswhat was I about to fay ? 
By the mafic I was about to fay fome thing, 

Where did I leauc ? 

Rey. At clofes in the confequence. 

Pol. At clofes in the confequence, I marrie, 

He clofes thus, I know the Gentleman 
I faw him yeflerday, or th* other day. 

Or then, or then, with fuch or foch,and as youfay; 

There was a gaming there, or tooke in’s rowfe, 

There falling out at T ennis, or perchance 
ftaw him enter fuch or foch a houfc of fale. 

Videlicet, a Brothell or fo forth, fee you now. 

Your bait of fallhood s take this carpe of truth. 

And thus doe we of wifdome, and of reach, 

With windlefies : and with afiayes of bias, 

By indirefts find dire&ions out. 

So by my former lcltare and aduife 

D i Shall. 
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The TrageMeof Hamlet 

Shall you my fonne; you haue me, haue you not ? 

Roj. My Lord, I haue. 

Pol. God buy yee, far yec well. 

Roy. Good my Lord. 

Pol . Obfcruc his inclination in your felfe. 

Key. I (hall my Lord. 

Pol , And let him ply his Mufick. 

Roy. Well my Lord. Exit Rey. 

Enter Of belt a. 

Polo. Farwel.How now Ophelia^h^ts the matter? 

Opho . O my Lord, my Lord,I haue binfo affrighted 

Polo . With what i’th name of God ? 

Op bo* My Lord, as I was fowing in my Cloffct, 
Lord J$*mlct with his doublet all vnbrac’d, 

No hat vpon his head his flockins fouled, 
Vngartred, and do wnc gyred to his ankle. 

Pale as hisfhirt, his knees knocking each other, 

And with a looke fo pittious in purport 
As if he had beene loofed out of hell 
Tofpeakcof horrors, he comes before me. 

Pol . Mad for thy louc ? 

Of be. My Lord I doe not know. 

But truly I doe fcare it. 

Polo . What faid he ? 

Of he. He took me by the wrift, and held me hard. 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme, 

And with his other hand thus ore his brow. 

He fals to fuch pcrufall of my face 
As a would draw it* long Said he fo, 

At laft, a little fhaking of mine arme. 

And thrice his head thus wautng vp and downc, - 
He raifed a figh fo pittious and profound, 

As it did feeme to (hatter all his bulkc. 

And end his being ; that done, he lets me goc. 

And with his head ouerhis fhoulders turn'd 
He feem’d to find his way without his eyes. 

For out of doores he went without their hdpes, 

And to the laft bended their light on me* 







Prime o/Dcnmarkc, 

P«b. Come, goe with me, I will go feeke the King, 

This is the very extafic of loue, ■ 

Whofe violeotpropcrtie forgoes it felfe. 

And leads the will to defperate vndertakmgs 
As oft as any paflions voder heauen 

That does afflia our natures : lam forrie. 

What haueyougiuen him any hard words of late? 

Qphe. No my good Lord, but as you did command 

1 did repcll his Letters : and denied 
His acceffetome. 

Pol. That hath made him mad, 

I am forrie,that with better heed and iudgemeht 

I had not coted him, I fear'd he did but trifle 

And meant to wracke thee, but belhrow my Iealeufie: 

By heauen it is as proper to our age 

To caft beyond ourfelues in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger fort 
To lackc diferetion jeome, goe we to the King, 

This muft be knowne , which being kept clofe,might moue 
More griefe to hide, then hate to vttcr loue, 

Come. Exeunt. 

Flortfh. Enter King and Queene, Refeneram and 

Cujldsn(lerue. 

King. Welcome deere Rofencratu and Gnjldenfterne„ 
Moreouer, that we much did long to feeyou, 

The need we haue to vfe you did prouoke 
Our haftie fending, fomething haue you heard 
Of Hamlets transformation fo call it, 

Sith nor jth’ exterior, nor the inward man 
Refembles that it was, what it (hould be, 

More then his fathers death, that thus hath put him, 

So much from the vnderftandingof himfelfe 
1 cannot dreatne of : I in treat you both, 

That being of fo young dayes brought vp with him,. 

And fith fo neighboured to his youth and hauour. 

That you vouchfafe your reft hecre in our Court 
Some little time, fo by your companies. 

To draw him on to pica fu res, and to gather 
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T be Tragedie ^Hamlee 
So much as from occafion you may glcane, 
Whetherought toys viiknowne affli&s him thus. 
That opend lies within our rcmedie. 

i^c.Good gentlcmen,bc hath much talktofyou 
And lure I am, two men there ate not iiuing. 

To whom he more adheres, if it will pleafeyou 
Tofhew vs fo much gentry and good will, 

As to extend your time with vs a while. 

For the fupply and profit of our hope, 

Your vifitation fhall recciue fuch thankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Rof. Both your Maiefties 
Might by the Soueraigne power you haue of vs, 

Put your dread plealures more into command 
Then to intreatic. 

Gnyl. But vve both obey. 

An d here giue vp our fclues in the full bent, i 
To lay our feruice freely at your feet. 

Kjtig, Thanks Roft*craus,zt)d gentle Guyldenfterne, 
^/e.Thanks Gnyldenflerne, and gentle Rofcencraw. 
And bcfecch you inftantly to vific 
My too much changed fonne : goefomc of you 
And bring thefe Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

<j«?/.Hcauens make our prefence and our practices 
Plcafanc and helpfull to him. 

Qnse. I Amen. Exeunt Rof and GhjI. 

Enter Polonnu, 

/V.Th’embaffadors from Norway my good Lord 
Are ioy fully return’d. 

■ King, Thou ft ill haft bin the fatherof good newel. 
Pol. Haue I my Lord? I affure my good Liege 
I hold my dutic as I hold my foule. 

Both to my God, and to my gracious King ; 

And I doe thinke, or clfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the trayle of policie fo furc 
As it hath vs’d to doe, that I haue found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacie. 

King, o Ipeake of that, that doc J long to heare« 



Tmceef^nmztkcl 

Tolo. Giue firt f admittance to the EmbaffddM, 

My newes (hall be theiruic to that great feaft. 

King, Thy fclfc doe grace to thero,and bring them in,. 

He ttls me my decree : Gertrud he hath found f 

The head and fource of all your fonnes diftempee. 

Outre. I doubt it is no other but the mainc. 

Hitchers death, and our haftie marriage. 

Enter Embajfadort. 

King. Well, we (hall fift him, welcome my good friend*, 

Say Voltemand, what from our brother Norway ? 

Volte. Molt fairereturne of greetings and dcfircij 
Vpon our firft, he fent out to.fupprcflc 
HisNcphevvcsleuies, which to him appear'd 
To be a preparation gaioft the J ?oBaek£ t 

But better look! into, he truly found 

It was againft yourHighncffe, whereat grieu’d 
That fo his fickncffc, age, and impotence 

Was falfly borne in hand, fends but arrefts 
On Fortenbrajfe, which be in briefe obey ci, 

Receiues rebuke from Norway, and in fine. 

Makes vow before his Vncle neuer more 
To g.ue th’affiy of Armcs again# your Maieftie t 
Whereon old ouercome wi th ioy, 

Giucs him threefcore thoufand crownes in anual fee. 

And his coromiflion co imploy thofc Souldicrs, 

So leuied (as before) againft the < T } ollack * 6 
With an entreaty herein further (bone, 

Th t it might pleafe you to giue quiet paffc 
Through your Dominions for this enterprizc 
On fuch regards of fa feci e and allowance 
As therein are fetdowne* 

King. It likes vs well, 

And at our more confidered time, wee'ie read, 

Anfwer, and thinke vpon this bufineffe s 

Meane time, we thank you for your wcl took labour, 

Go to your reft, at night weele feaft together, 

Moft welcome home. . Exeunt Embajfadert. 

. Pel. This bufineffe is well ended, 

• E My 

' 







The Tra'gedie c/Hamlet 

My Liege and Madam, to cjcpoftulate 
Whacmaieflie (hoirld be, what dutieis, 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time. 

Were nothing but to waftc night, day , and time, 

Therefore breuitie is the foule of wit, 

Andtedioufneffe the limmes and outward floriflics^ 

1 will be briefe your noble fonne is mad : 

Mad call I it, for to define true madneffe, 

What ift but to be nothing elfe but mad ? 

But let that goe* 

Quee ♦ More matter wrth IcfTe art. 

Pol, Madam, I fwcarc Ivfe no art at all. 

That he’s mad tis true, tis true, tis pittic, 

And pittie tis, tis true, a fqolifh figure, 

But farewell it, for I will vfe no art, 

Mad let vs grant him then, and now remained 
That we find out the caufe of this effc&, . 

Or rather fay the caufe of this defed 
Tor this effeft dcfe&itie comes by caufe t. 

Thus it remaines and the remainder thus 
Perpend, 

2 haue a daughter, haue while (he is mine, . 

Who in her dutie and obedience, majrke, 

Hath giuen me this, now gather and furmife. 

To the CelesUad and mj foule s I doll the moft beautified 
Ophelia, that's an ill pbrafis, a vile phrafit , beauti- 
fied is a vile pbrafe*bul you (ball heart tthtet inker 
excellent white bofome^thefe &c. 

Quee> Came this from Hamit ttohtrf 

Pol . Good Madam flay awile, I will be faithful!, 

Doubt thou the fiars are fiee p Letter „ 

Doubt that the Sunne doth moue P 
Doubt truth to be a Iyer , 

*But neuer doubt l loue. 

OdeercO/>^/#Vi,Iamillatthefe numbers, I haue not art w 
reckon my groanes, but that I loue thee beft, oh mod befl be* 
Jceue it ! adie w. Thine euermorc mod dcarc Ladic, whiieft tto 
machine is to him, 

PolaThis in obedience hath my daughter flaowft me (Ifamlty 

And more about hath his folicitings 

* &< 



<Prince 0/ Denmark^ 

As they fell out by time, by meatus, and place,' 

All giuea to mine eare. 

King. Buthowbathfiiereceiu dhisloue? 

Pol . What doe you thinke of me ? 

King. As ofa man faithfull and honourable. 

Pol. I would faine proue fo, but what might you thinke 
When 1 had feene this hot loue on the wing ? 

As I perceiu’d it (I muft tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me, what might you, 

Or my deare Maieftie your Queene heere thinke. 

If I had plaid the Deske, or Table-booke, 

Or giuen my heart a working mute and dumbe,. 

Or lookt vpon this loue with idle fight. 

What might you thinke?no, I went round to wotke, 

And my young Miftreffe this I did befpeake, 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy ftarre, 

This muft nor be : and then I preferipts gaue her 
That fhe fhould locke her felfc from his reforr, 

Admit no meflengers, receiue no tokens. 

Which done (he tooke the fruits of my aduile, 

And he repel’d, a (hort tale to make. 

Fell into a fadneffe, then into a fall. 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weakneffe. 

Thence to lightneffe, and by this declenfion. 

Into the madneffe wherein now he raues. 

And all we mourne for. 

King. Doe you thinke this ? 

Quee. It may be very like. 

Pol. Hath there beene fuch a time, I would faine know that. 
That I haue pofitiuely faid, tis fo. 

When it prou’d otherwife ? 

King. Notthatl know. 

Pol . Take this, from this, ifthis be otherwife ; • 

- If circumftances Ieade me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Centre. 

King. How may we trie it further ? 

Tot. You know fometimes he walkes foure homes together 
Hccrc in the Lobbie. 

E * Quee. 
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The Trdgedie 0/* Hamlet 



Quee. So he does indeed. 

Pol . At fuch a time; ile loofe my daughter to him# 

Be you and I behind an Arras then, 

Marke the encounter, if he louc her not, 

And be not from his reafon falne thereon 
Let me be no afliftant for a State 
But keepe a Farmc and Carters. 

King. We will trie it. 

Enter Hamlet . 

Quee . But looke where fadly the poore wretch comci reading, 

Pol. Away , I do befeech you both away .Exit King and Queens 
He boord him pvcfcnclyj oh giuc me lcauc, 

How docs my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham . W ell, God a mercy. 

PoL Doe you know me my Lord ? 

Bam. Excellent well, you arc a Fifhmongcr. 

Pol. NotlmyLord. 

Ham. Then I would you were fo honeft a mam 
PoL Honcllmy Lord- 

Ham* I fir to be honeft as this world goes. 

Is to be one man pick r out of ten thoufand, 

PoL That’s very true my Lord. 

• Ham , For if the Sun breed maggots in a dead dogge, being a 
good kitting carrion. Haue you a daughter? 

PoL I haue my Lord. 

Ham. Let her not walkci'th Sun, conception is a bleffing, 
But as your daughter may conceiue, friend looke to’c. 

Pol. How fay you by that, ft 11 harping on my daughter, yet 
he knew me not at firft y a faid-I was a Fi(hmonger,a is farre gone, 
and truly in my youth, I fuffered much extremity for loue, very 
necrethis. lie fpeake to him againc. What doe you reademy 
Lord. . 

Ham* Words* words, words. 

PoL What is the matter my Lord. 

Ham. Betweene who* 

PoL I rneanc the matter that you read my Lord. 

Ham. Slanders fir; for the Sajcricall Rogue faies here, thatold 
men haue grey beards, that their laces are wrinkled , their eies 
purging thick Amber, and Plum-tree Gum, and that they haue.* 
^ plenti* 



Prince e/Denmarke.' 

i ‘vn.11 i a cl{c of wit, together with moll weake hams, all vvhich 
plcntirulllacKeot , * beleeuc, ytt j .hold it 

»bK «hd. L >»- c ’ ,! ' f ' e r ° w 

nothoncttie coU ld goebackcward. 

«.Th”igk -tob' “ ">" h ° d »•*»«" 

walke out of the aire my Lord ? 

S'hidTed t y h» f s out of the aire ; how pregnant lometnne* 
< Telo . Fire you well my Lord. 

Haw. Thefe tedious old fooles. 

ptlo. You goe to feeke the Lord Hamlet, there he w.. 

i?e/:Godfaueyoufir. 

Gujl. My honor’d Lord. 

Sw^MyTx^elknt good friends, how doft thou Guilitnjlem? 
k Rofencram, good lads how doe you both ? 

Re r As the indifferent children of the eatth. 

GhjI. Happy, in that we are not eua happy on Fortunes lap, 
Wc are not the ve ry button, 

/f<aw. Nor the foies ot her Ihooe. 

H^w^Th en y™u l!ueab ou t her waft, or in the middle of her fa- 
Gnyl. Faith her priuates we. .. (l 0rs » 

- Ha. In the fecret parts of fortune, oh itioft tjue,lhe is a ltrumpet 

What newes? , . n , 

■ %of. None my Lord, but the worlds growne honeft. (true; 

Ham. Then is Doomes day neere, but yournewes is not 
But in the beaten way olftiendibip.what make you at Elfin our (f 
Rof. To vifityoumy Lord, no other occafion* 

H^w.Bepgcr th^t I am,I am euer poote in thankes,but I thank 
you, and fine deare friends, my thanks are too dcare a halfpenyt 
were you not fent foi? is it your ewnc inclininglis ita tree viiita 
tion? come, come,deaie iufUy with me,ceiBe,coroe, nay fpeake. 

GhjI. VVhat fhould we fay my Lord?.. ^ , 

% % Haw* 
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The Tugtdtt of Hamlet 

tfati.Kny thing but to’ch purpofc;you were fent for, and there 
isakindcfconfeftioninyourlookeSjWhich your modefties hauc 
not fcrafe enough to cullour , I know the good King and Quccne 
haue fern for you. 

Rof. To what end my Lord ? 

Ham. That you muft teach me : but let me coniure you, by the 
lghtsofour fellowfliip, by the confonancicofouryout^by the 
obi gation of our euer preferued loue ; and by what more deare 
a better propofer can change you withal, be cuen and dired with 
mce whether you were fent for or no* 

Rof What fay you ? 

Haw . Nay then Ihaue an eieofyou/ifyc uloucme hold not off. 
GhjU My Lord we were fent for* 

Ham. I will tell you why fo fhall,my anticipation preuent your 
difcoucrie & your fecrccic to the King and Queen moult no fea- 
ther, I haue of lace, but wherefore I know not, loft all my mirth, 
forgon all cuftomeof excrcifes , andindeedeit goes foe heauily 
with my difpchtion,thac this goodly frame the earth, feems to me 
a ficrill promontorie, this moft excellent Canopic the aire, looke 
you, this biaue ore-hanged firmament, this maiefticall roofe fret- 
ted with golden fire, why it appearth nothing to mee but a foulc 
and peftilent congregation of vapours. What peece of workeis 
a man, how noble in reafon,how infinit in faculties,!!! forme and 
moouing,how exprefle and admirable in aflion, how like an An. 
gell in appreheufion, how like a God : the beautie of the world; 
the parragon of Annimales,&yec to me, what is this quinteffcnce 
ofduft?man delights not mce nor woman neither, though by 
your foiling you feeme to fay fo. 

Rtf. My Lord there was no fuch ftuffe in my thoughts. 

Ham . Why did yec laugh t hen, when I faid man delights not me. 

Rof. To thmke my Lord if you delight not in man, what Lenton 
entertainment the plaiers (hall receiucfrom you, wee coted them 
on the way, and hether are the coming to offer you feruice. 

Haw. He that plaies the Ki; g (hall be w elcome, bis Maieft c 
fhall haue tribute on mce , the aduenterous Knight fhall vfehii 
foyle and targetjthe loucr ftiall not fing gratis,the humorous man 
fhall end his part in pc ce and the Ladic fhall fay her mind freely: 
or the blanke verfe fhall hault for’t. What players are they ? 

fl^Buen thofe you were wont to take fuch delight in, the Tra? 
gcdiansoftheCitie* Ham. 



% 




Prince o/Dennoarke. 

mrn. How chances it the trauaile? their reffdence both in re- 
futation and profit was better bo* waies. 

” i thinke their inhibition * comes by the meanes of the 

lat ^ 0 °Do l the*hold the fame eftimation they did when I was 
jo the Citie ? are they fo followed ? 

^o/iNotndeedeatetbey not. 

Ham. It is not very ftraoge,for my Vncleis King of Dctimarkt, 
& thofe that would make roouthsathim while my father liued, 
giue twentie,fortie, fiftic,a hundred duckets a peece, for his Pic- 
ture in little : s'bloud there is fomething in this more then natu- 
rall,if Philofophy could fin d it outu */iflo*rijh. 

Gujl. There are plaiers. 

Ham. Gentlemen you are welcome to Elfoxoure > your hands, 
come then th’apporteoanceof welcome is fafhion and cerenao- 
#ie ; let race comply wirtvyou in this garb :let my extent to the 
plaiers, which l tell you muft Ihowc fairely outwards , flsould 
more appeare like entertainment then yours ? you are welcome * 
but my Vfl de-father, and Aunt-mother,are deceaued. 
guyl. In what my d<are Lord. 

Haw. I am but mad North North, weft ; when the wind is Sou- 
therly, I know a Hawke, from a Haod-faw. 

Enter Toltnw. 

Pal. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham. Hark you GttjUenfternt, and you to, arc each earea heater, 
that great babie as you fee is not yet out of his fwadling clouts. 
&>/. Happily ije is the fecondtime come to them , for they fay 
an oid man is twice afchild. : 

Ham. I will prophetic that he comes to tell me of the Plaiers; 
market it; you fay right fir a Monday morning t’was then indeed. 
Tel. My Lord I haue newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord I haue newes to tell you : when Roflita was 
an A&orinRome. 

Pell The A&ors are conse hether my Lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz, 

Pel. Vpon my honour. 

Ham. Then came each A6tor on his Affe. 
fV.Theheft a<ftors in the world} either for Tragedie, Comedic,. 
Hiftorie^aftoraUjPaftoral-Coraicall.Hiftorical-Paftorall, feeme 

indeuidablc. 
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The Trd^edte of Fa ; Ti!et 

Sndeutdable, or Poem vn’imited. Sertea cannot be tooheauiej, 
nor P/40W too lig^t for the law of writ , and the Iibertie; thefe 
are the onely men, 3 

Ham.O leptha Iudge of Ifrael, what a treafurc hadft thou? 
Pol. What a treafure had he my Lord ? 

Ham. Why one faire daughter and no more , the which he loo 
tied palling well, • 

Pol. Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am ! not i’th right old lepthuf 
Pol. What follower then my Lord ? 

Ham. Why as by lot God wor , and then you know it came to 
pafle,as moft like it was ; the firft rowe of the pious ebanfon will 
fhow you more, for looke where my abridgement comes. • 
t ib a : M irrnolsw vist/o/ nym-sk - » ' \ 

Enter the Players. 

Ham. You are welcome maifters, welcpme.all, lam gladtofee 
thee well, welcome good friends, oh old friend, why thy face is 
balanc’d fince TfaW thee laft , coni'ft thou to b^atd mee in Den - 
marine l what my young Ladic and Miftris, my Ladie your Ladi- 
ifliip is ncercr to Heauen,then when l faw you Iaft by the altitude 
ofachopinc, pray God your voice like apecceofvrtcurfaht gold, 
be not crackt within the ring : maifters you are all welcome, 
wede ento’t like friendly Faukners, flic at any thing wc fce,weele 
haue a fpeech flraic, come giuc Vs a caftc of your qualitie, come a 
paflionare fpeech. 

Player. What fpeech my good Lord ? 

Ham . I : heard thee fpeakc me a fpeech once, but it was neuer ac- 
ted, or if ic was, notaboue once, for the play I remember plead 
not the million, t’was cauiary to the general, but it was as I recei- 
ved it and others , whofe judgements in filch matters cried in the 
top of mine, an excellent play, well digeftyed in the feenes , fet 
dowhc with as miich modefty as cunning. I remember onefaid 
there were no fallcts in the lines, tomake the matter auory, nor 
nomatterin thephrafe that might indite che author of affeflion, 
but cald it an honeft method, as wholefomeasfweet,and by very 
much, more handfome then fine : one fpeech in’t I chiefly loued, 
t’was ^/Eneas talke to\£W<?,and there about of it efpccially when 
he fpeakes ol Priams fhughrcr/ifit liuein vour memory begin at 
this'line,lct me fee, let mefee^the rugged P vrhtss like Th’ttcanian 

Bcaft, 






Prince of Dcnmarke. N 

Beaft.tls not it begin* with Pjrrbm.The tugged ijrrhut, he 
whofe fable armes, 

BUcke as his purpofe did the night referable, 

When he lay couched in th’ominous horfc. 

Hath now this dread and black completion fmeard. 

With Hcraldy more difmall head to foot. 

Now is he totall Gules* horridly trickc 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughterSjfbnnes, 

Bak’d and embafted with the parching flreets 
Than lend a tirrancus and a damned light 
To their Lords murther,roftcd in wrath and fire, 

And thus ore-cifed with coagulate gore, 

With eyes like Carbuncklcs,thc hellifli Vjnhm 
Old grantire Priam feekes 5 fo proceed you. 

Pel. Foregod my Lord well fpoken, with good accent and 

Play. Anon he finds him (good diferetion. 

Striking too fhort at Greckes,his anticke fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lies where ir falls, 

Repugnant to command ; vnequall mitchc, 

Pirrbas at Priam driucs, in rage flrikes wide. 

But with the whiffeand wind of his fell fword, 

Th’vnnerued father falls : 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming cop 
Stoopcs to hisbafe; and with a hiddious cra(h 
Takes prifoncr Pirrhtu care, for lo his fword 
Which was declining on the milkie head 
Ofreuercnt Priam, (ccm’d i’th ayre to flick, 

So as a painted tyrant Pyrrhus flood 
Like auewtrall to his will and matter. 

Did nothing : 

But as we often fee againft fome ftorme, 

A filencc in the beauens, the racke fland Bill, 

The bould winds fpeechlcfle,and the orbe below 
As hufli as death, anon the drcadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region, fo after /Ww/paufc, 

A rowfed vengeance fets him new a workc. 

And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall. 

On Marfes Armor forg’d for proofc ererne. 

With leffcremorfethca Pirthm bleeding (word 

Now falls on Priam* F Out 





Oa .-oU^i.Hw R vytnper Fortune 1 all. you god*, 

Juaeo«a11y«Kdt take aw*y heir power, , . ... 

Breake all the fpokcs, and fellowfcs from her wheele, 

At'd boule the round nauc downe the hill ofheaueti 
As lowe as to the fiends. 

Polo. This is too long. 

Ha. It flhal tothe barbers with your beard iprethee Uy on.he’s 
for a Iig,or a tale of bawdry ,or he fleepes,foy on, come to Heath 
Play. But who, a woe,had ieene the rooblcd Queenc. 

Ham. TnemobledQueene. 

Polo. That’S good. ; , 

Phj. Runne barefoot vp and downe, threatmngrhc flames. I 

With Btfi * rhume,a clout vpon that head 
Where late the Diadem Rood, and for a robe,. 

About her ltrnck and all ore-tcamed loynes, 

A blancket in the alarme of feare caught vp. 

Who this had feene, with tongue in venom fteepr, 

Gainft fortunes Rate would tteafon haue pronounc d;. 

But if the gods themfelues'did fee her then, 

When (Ire faw Pirhm make malicious fporc 
In mincing with hisfword her husbands limmes. 

The inftant burft of clamor that fhe made, 

Vnlcffc things mortall mooue them not at all. 

Would haue made milch the burning eyes ofheauen 
And paflion in the gods. 

Pol. Looke where he has not turned his collour,and has team 

in’s eyes prethee no more. '■ n , . - 

Ham. Tis well, lie haue thee fpeake out the reft of this ioont, 
pood my Lord will you fee the Players well beftowed ; doc you 

heare let them be well vfed, for they are ihcabftraA and bieefe 

Chronicles of the time 5 after your death you were better hauca 

bad Epitaph then their ill report while you Hue. 

Pol. My Lord, I will vfe them according to their deleft • | 

Ham. Gods bodkin man, much betm^fe euery man after Iw 

deferr, and who (hall fcape whipping, vfe them after your ovine 

honour and dignitie, the ldTe they deferue the moxemerntisio 
your bounty. Take them in. 

*Pol. Come firs. 

JLi.Follow hi m f riendsjWt ekh ere a play to morrow j dolt tn 



<Prince ef Denmark 

heare me old friend, can you play the tautthk r of thUitigo ? 

Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. Wcde hau't to morrow night, you could for need fludy 
a fpeech of fame dofen lines, or lixteenc lines, which I would fet 
downe and infert in't : could you not > 

Play. I my Lord. : ' . 

Ham. Very wcll/ollow thntLord, and looke you mocke him 
not. My good friends, He leaue you till night, you are welcome 
to Elfin oure. Exeunt Poland Placets. 

Bof Good my Lord. Exit. 

Ham. I fo,God buy to you,no w I am alone, 

O what a rogue and pefant flatieam 1 ! 

Js it not monftrous that this Player here 
But in a fixion,in a drearoe of paflion 
Could force his foulc fo to his owtie conceit 
That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Tearcs in his eyes,diftra£Hon in his afpeft, 

A broken voice, and his whole ftn£Hon fucing 
With formes to his conceit ; and all for nothing, 

For Hecuba. 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to her. 

That he (hould weepe for her ? what would he doe 
Had he the motiue, and that for paflion 
That I haue? he would drowne the ftage with teareSj 
And cleatie the gcnerall eare with horrid fpeech. 

Make mad the guilty, a*d appeale the free. 

Confound the ignorart,and amaze indeed. 

The very faculties of eyes and eafes ; yet I, 

A dull and muddy mettled raskall peake, 

Like /ota-a-dreames, vnpregnant of my caule, \ 

And can fay nothing ; no not for a King, 

Vpon whofe property and rood deare life,! 

A damn’d defcate was made : am I a coward, 

Who calls me villain, breaks my pate a erode, 

Plucks offniy beard, and blowcs it in my face, 

Twckcs me by the nofe,giaes me the ly i'th throat 
As deepe as to the lunges : who docs me this. 

Hah ! s ’wounds I (hould take it : for it cannot be 
But I am pidgioniiuerd,and lackc gall 
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The Tragefa of Hamlet f 

To mtkc opprtflion blt;cr,pr ere this 
I ftiould haue fatted all the region ky tea 
With this fliues cffall,bloody,baudy villainc, 

Rcmoifleflc, treacherous, lctcherous,kindlcfle villain. 

Why what an A(Te am I ? this is mod brauc, 

Thar I the fonne of a dccrc father murthcrcd, 

Prompt ed to my reuenge by hcauenand hell, 

Muft Jikca whore vnpack my heart with words, 

And fal a cui fing like a very drabbe ; rtallion, fie vppontjfoh* 
About my biaines,hum,I hauc heard, 

That guiltie creatures fitting ac a play, 

Hauc by the very cunning of the Scene, 

Beene firooke fo to the fotilc,thatprcfcntly 
They haue proclaim’d their malefactions : 

For murther though it hauc no tongue will fpcake 
With moft miraculous organ. He hauc chcfc Player* 

Play fomthing like the murther of my father 
Brforc mine Vnde, He obfe; uetois lookei, 
lie tent him to the quick, if a do blench 
Jknow my couife. The fpirie that I hauefeene 
May i>c a diucll,and the dinell hath power 
T'* flume a pleafing'fhape ; yea and perhaps, 

Qjt of my Wcakeneff^and my nielancholly. 

As he is yery potent with fucb fpirits, 

Abufcs me to damne me ; lie hauc grounds 
More rela'iue then this, the play's the thing 
Wherein lie catch the conscience of the King* Exit* 

Enter Kingy fifteen e, Pefonitu, Ophelia Rofenersm&HjL 
denftcrt$f x Lords 

King. And can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion,' 

Grating fo harfhly all his daies of quiet 
VVith turbulent and dangerous lunacic? '/ 

Ref He doocs confeffe he fcclcshirafclfediftra&ed* 

But from what caufe a will by no meanes fpeake, 

Gttjl. Nor do wc find him forward to.be founded. 

But w ith a crafty madneffekeepes aloof* 

When w c would bring him on to fomeconfcfltpa 
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Prince of Dfcnmarkc; 

°S” U t)?rhc recciue you well ? 
vTr Mod like a Gentleman. 

Guil. But with much forcing of h» difpofaioiv 
Ref. Niggard of quefiion, but of our demands 

Moftfree in hi* reply. 

Ouet. Did youfllfay him to any paftimeir 
J(7r. Madam.it fofellout that certaine Players 
Weore-raught on the way, of thefewe told him. 
And there did feeme in him a kind of ioy _ 

Toheare ofit tthey are heere about the Court, 

And as 1 thinke, they haue alreadie order 

This night to play before him. 

Pel. Tismefttruc. . 

And he befeecht me to intreat your MaieHrea 
To heare and fee thtmatter. 

King. With all my heart, 

And it doth much content me 

To heare him fo inclinM* ... 

Good Gentlemen giuehim afurthtredge, gn; , 
And driue his purpofe into thefc delights. ; • 

Ref. We fliall my lord. Extwn Ref & G*jt+ 
King* Sweet {jwfr4rd,leaue»s two. 

For w e haueclofely fent for Hemltt bether^ 

That he as tNvcre by accedent, may heere 
Affront Ophelia^ her father and iriy (elfe* ^Lio ■pUi 
VVee’le io btftow our (clues, that feeing , *nfeene > ^ 
VVemay of their encounter ftankly iudge. 

And gather by him as he is behaud, 

Ift be th’afftiftion of his loue or no. 

That thus he fufftr&for.. 

Qtue. Khali obey you. 

And tor my part Ophelia I doe W'(u 
Thatycur good beauties be the happy eaute 
Of Hamlets wildnffe, fo (hall I hope yoUi vettQC* 
Will bring h m to his wonted Way againc. 

To both yout honours. 

Opht. Madam Ivulhitmay. 

> Pel.Qphe/iu.^Mi you hereigracious fo plcafe you^ 
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Wc willbeftow our felues; read oiwhis Booke, 

That (how of fuch an excrcife fifty colour 
Y our lo wlineffe; we arc ofc too hlamcin this, 

Tis too much prob'd, that with deuotions vifage 
And pious aftion 5 vv« doc i 

The Dcuill himfclfe. 

King, O tis too tf oe, 

Hovv lmart a laflxtiftt Ipecchdotb giite ray confciehcC? 
The harlots cheeke beaut ed with plaftring krt, 
Isnotraorcvgiy to the tbnig that helps h, . -h •. 
Then is my deed fompiaditpiklcctlwarilts , ; : 
O heauy burthen : . : r ? 

Enter Hamlet. 

Pol. I hcare him comming, withdraw my Lord. 

Ham. To bc,or not to be, that is thequcflhm, 
Whether tis nobler in the mind to fuffer / 

The flings and arrowes of outragious fortune. 

Onto take armes againfl a Sea of troubles, 

And by oppofing end them : To die to fleepe 
No more : and by a flccpe,to fay we end \ ; - eid r 

The hart-ak^audithith^ natur&Hfliack* 

That flefh is heire to ; tis atorsfaHrmation 
Deuoutlyjto be wifhc to di*«oflc<ji. 

To fleep, perchance to 1 thece^ the rub, 

Fpr in that fleep of deathvWl^cdre^me&jrairy camel 
When wc haueAfi^d^^dli^itoreslI coylc ; 5 0 dj ; 

Muft giue vs paufe, thfcftfiths tefpedl 
That makes calamity of folpbg life 5 .• ? - 

For who would beare the whips and fcornes ©ftimr, 

Th* opprelfors wrong, the proud mans contumely, 

The pangs of office and the L awes delay. 

The infolcnce of office, and thiTpurnes . 0 1 |$-. y- • 
Thnt patient meric of th? Wiworthy takes, 

When himfelfe thigbi }\is*p#*tHe make 
With a bare bodkin ; who would fardels beare, 

To grunt and fweat vnder a weary life ? 

But that the dread of fomething after death. 

The vndifeouer'd Counrrie, from whofc borne 
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Prince o/Denmarke. 

jjo traueller returnes, puzzcls the will, 

ilswchao^^ 

Then fn cto ©tbemhat wchnownotof; 

Thus conference dooes make cowards. 

And t bus the natiue hiew pf refolution 
Is fickled pre with the pale call of thought. 

And Enterprises of great pitch and moment, 

VVith this regard their currents turne awry, r 

And loofe the name of aftioo. Soft you now. 

The faire Ophelia , Nimph in thy Orizons 
Be all my fins remembred. 

Ophe 0 Good my Lord, w 

How dooes your honour for this many a day ? 

Horn. I humbly thanke you; well. 

Ophe. My Lord I haue remembrances of yours 
That I haue longed long to re-deliucr, 

I pray you now rcceiue them. 

Ham. No, not I, I neuer gaue you ought. . 

Opbff. My honor’d Lord, you know right well you did,. 

Aad with them words of fo fweet breath compofd 
As made thefe things more rich : their pcrfuinc loft. 

Take thefc againe, for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poore when gtuers proue vnkind, 

There my Lori , 

Ham* Ha, ha, arc you ho® cA*. 

Ophe. My Lord P 

Ham. Are you faire 1 

Ophe. What meaties your Lordfliip? 

Ham. That if you be bonefi and faire , you ihould admit no 
difeourfe to your beautie.. 

Ophe. Could beautie my Lord haue better commerce 
Then with honefiy ? 

Ham. I truly, for the power of beautie will fooner transforroe 
honcftic from what it is to a Baud, then the force of honefty can 
tranflate beautie in his likentfffc , this was fometime a Paradoxe, 
but now the time giues it ptoofe, I did loue you once, 

Ophe. Indeed my Lord you made me bclceue fo. 

Ham . You Ihould not haue beleeu’d rae/or vertue cannot fo 
euacuate our old flock, but we flaallrcUidliofit s I loued y ou no^o 














Opbe. I was the more dcceiued. 

Hath. Get thee a Nuflry : why would’ft thou be a breeder of 
tinners? I am my felf indifferent honeft,but yet I could accufc me 
offuch thingSjthat it were bettet my Mother had not borne meet \ 
I am very proud, reuengefut, ambitious, with more offences at my 
beck, then l haue thoghts to put them irijimagination to giue chf 
(hapc,or time to aft them in t what (houid fucb fellowes as I do 
crauling betweene Earth and Hetuen? we are arrant Knaucs, bc- 
lieue none of vs. Go thy waies to a Nuftry, VVhcr's your father? 

Opbe. Ac home my Lord. 

Hath, Let the doers be fhut vpon him, 

That he may play the foolc no where but in's owne houfc, 
Farewell. •> r 

Opbe, O helpe him you fweet Heauens. 

HamM thou dooft mary, lie giuc thee this plague for thy dow- 
ry, be thou as chad as Ice, as pure as inow, thou (halt not efcapc 
calumny, get thee to a Nunry,farwcll. Or if thou wilt needs mar- 
ry, marrie a foole, for wifemcn know well enough what monflers 
you make of them : to aNunry go, and quickly to, farwell. 

Opbe. Hcauenly powers reftore him. 

Hath. I haue heard of your paintings well enough, God hath 
giuen you one face, and you make your fclues another, you gig & 
amble, and you lid younickname Gods creatures, and make your 
wantonnefleignorancc^go to. He nomoreon’c, it hath made me 
mad, l fay we will haue no mo marriage, thofc that are married 
already, all but one (hall liue, the reft (hall keepe as they are: to a 
Nunriegoe. Exit. 

Opbe . O what a noble mind is here othrowne ! 

The Courtiers, Soldiers, Scholers^ie^onguc/word, 
Th’expeftationjand Rofe of the faire flate, 

The glade of faftiion, and the mould of forme, 

Th’obferu’d of all obicruers, quite, quite downe, 

And I of Ladies moft deieft and wretched. 

That fuckt the hony of his Mufick vowes ; 

Now fee what noble and moft foueftigne rcafon 
Like fweet bels iangled out of time, and harfti, 

That vnmarcht forme, and ftaturcof blowne youth 
Blafted with cxtafic. O wo is me » 

V haue fcene whac I haue fecnc, fee what I fee. Exit. 

Etter 



^Prince o/Denrttarfce. 

Enter King and Po Ionite* 

King. Loue : his affeftions do not that way tend. 

Nor what he fpakc, though it lackt forme a little. 

Was not like madnes; there's fomething in his foule 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood. 

And I doe doubt, thchatch and the difcolfe 
Will be fome danger; which for to preuent, 

I haue in qufck determination 

Thus fee downe : he (hall with fpeed to England* 

For the demand of our negleftcd Tribute, 

Haply the Seas, and Countries different, 

Wich variable obiefts (hall expell 
This fomething fetled matter in his heart. 

Whereon his braines ftill beating 
puts him thus from faftiion of himfelfc. 

Whot thinke yon on*t ? 

P*4Ic (hall doc well. 

B utyet do I bclieue the origen & comenccment of it 
Sprung from ncglcfted loue : how now Ophelia? 

You need not tell vs what Lord Hamlet faid. 

We heard it all : my Lord, doe as you pleafe. 

But if you hold it fit, after the play. 

Lethis Qgeen-mothcr all alone intreat him 
To (how his griefc, let her be round with him, 

And lie be plac'd (fo pleafe you) in theeare 
Of all their conference : if (he find him not, 

To England {end ham : or confine him ^herc 
Your wifdome beft (hall thinkc. 

Kmg, It (hall be fo, 

Madnes in great ones muft not vnmatcht go. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet , and three of the Players. 

Hath. Spcake the fpeceh I pray you as I pronounc'd it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue, but if you mouth it as manyofour 
Players do,Ibad as hue the Town-crier fpoke my Iines,nor doe 
not faw the airc.too much with your hand thus, but vfie al gently, 
for in thereby torrent tempt ft, 6c as I may fay ,Vvhirl wind of your 
paflion you muft acquire*and beget a tempernce, that may giue it 
fmoothnelTe^O it offends me to to the foule , to heare arobufti- 
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The T&griit o/^amlet 

©us Pcrwig.patrd fcllo yv tere a p^ffion to totters, to ver'ie rag?^ 
to fpleet the eares of the ground-lings, who for the molt part arc 
capable of nothing but in explicable dumbe fhewes, and noife : l 
w mldhiuefuch a Wow whipt for ore-doing Termagant, it out 
Herodfy Herod , pray you auoid it* 

Play. I war r nt your honour. 

Haw. Be no: too tame neither, but let your own difcrctionbe 
your tutor, fine the action to the word , the wordto the a6tion, j 
with i his fpe< iall obfcruance , that you ore-ftep not the modeftie 
of Nature: For any thing fo ore-done, is from the purpofe of 
playing, whofe end both at firft, and now, was and is, to hold as 
twerc the Mirrour vp to Nature, to fhe w yertue her fcaturc;fcorn 
her o wn Image, and the very age and bodic ot the time his forme 
andpreflbre ; Now this ouer-done, or come tardieoff thoughic 
makes thwnskilfull laugh,cannot but make ih ? judicious gneue, 
’the cenfure of which one muft in your allowance orc-weigh a 
whole Theater of others.O there be Players that I haue feen play, 
and heardtothers praifd.and chat highly, not co fpedee itprofanc- 
lv',tl at neither hauingth* accent ot Christians, nor the gate of 
Chrift /an .Pagan .nor man,hauefo flrutted Sc bellowed, that I haue 
thought fome of Natures Iournymen had made m^n , andnot 
nude them well, they imitated humanitic fo abominably. 

Play. I hope we haue reform'd chat indifferently with vs. 

Haw. O reforme it altogether* and let <hofe that play your 
Clownes fpcake no more then is fee downe for them, for there be 
of them that will themfclues laugh, to fee on- fome quantiticof 
barrainc Spectators to 1 augh to, though in the mcane time, fome 
nccefTarie queftion of the play be then co beconfidercdithat’s vil- 
lanous, and fhewes a moft pitcifull ambition in tho Foole that v- 
iesit: go make you readie. How now my Lord , will the King 
hearc this piece of wodte ? 

Enter Polonim, G uylienj}erne 7 ani RofeucraM, 

Pol. And the QuecnetOj and chat prefemly, 

Ham . Bid (he Piaycrs make haftc.Will you two help to haften 
Rof. I my Lord. Exeunt tho/e two. (them* 

Ham, What how, Horatio. Enter Her at 

Hera. Hecrc fw eet Lord, at your feruice* 

Ham- Horatio, thou art ccn as iu(t amaa 
As ere oay conuerfation copt ymhjtll 
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Trbue o/Denmarke? 

flora. Omy deare Lord. 

Haw* Nay* do not ^hinkc I flatter. 

For what aduancement may I hope from thee 

Thatnoreuenue haft but thy good IpuiM 

To feed and cloath thee, why fhould the poore be flattred: 

No let the candied tongue lick obfurd pompe. 

And crooke the pregnant hinges of the Jtnee 
Where thrift may follow fawning, doft thou hcare, 

Since my deare foule was M-ftris of her chotce. 

And could of men diftinguifo her eleven 
Shath feald thee for her felfe, for thou haft bin , 

As one in fuffering all that fuffers nothing, 

A man that Fortunes buffets and rewards 

Haft tane with equall thanks; and bleft are thole 

Whofe 'bloud and iudgement are fo well comealed, 

That they are not a pipe for For unes finger 
To found what ftop foe pleafe : gjue me that m»tt 
That is not paflions flaue,and I will wcarc him 
In my hearts core, I ih my heart of heart 
As 1 do thee. Something too much of this, 

Thete is a play to night before the King, 

One Scene of it comes neetethe circuraftance 
Which 1 haue told thee of my fathers death, 

I pre thee when thou feeft that Ada foot, 

Euen with the very comment of thy foule 
Obferue my Vncle, if bis occulted guilt 
Doe not it felfe vnkennill in one fpeecb, 

It is t damned Ghoft that we haue feene, 

And my imaginations are as fouk 
As VhIcms ftithy; giue him heedfull note 
For I mine cies will riuct to his face. 

And after we will both ouriudgements ioyne 
In cenfure of his feeming. 

flora. Well my Lord, 

If a fteale ought the whilft this Play is playing 
And feape dcte&cd, I will pay the theft. 

Enter Trumpet* am i Kettle Drummer, Ki"g, 

Peloniue, Ophelia . 

fiww.They awcommingtothePlay- 1 muft be idle, ^ 
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Gft you o place. 

King- How fares out Coufin ? - .... ^ 

Ham. Excellent Ifarth. 

Of the Camelions difli, I eat the site, . 

Promif-cram’d, you cannot feed Capons fo. 

Kwg. I haue nothing withthis anfwer Hamlet, 

Thele words are not mine. 

Ham. No nor mine now my Lord. 

You playd once i’th the Voiuetfitie you fay, 

Pol. That did I my Lord, and was accounted a good Aitor,. 

Haul. What did you enaft? f 

Pol. I did ena£i Inline Cafar, I was kild i’th Capitall, 

"Brutus kild me. * . . 

Ham. It was a brute pare of him to kill fo capital.® calfe there. 

Be the Players readic ? , 

Rof. I my Lord, they flay vpon your patience. 

Ger. Come hither my dcare Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham. No good mother here's mettle more attra&iuc. 

Pel. O, oh, doe you maike that. 

Ham. Ladie {hall lie in your lap ? 

0/>6f.,NomyLord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countne matters? 

Opbe. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

HdwThat’s a faire thought to lie between maids legs. 

Ophe. Wtiat is my Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Opbe. You arc merrie my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? 

Hm. O God fyour onely Iigge.maker what firould £ do 
but be merrie, for looke you how cherefully my mother lookes, 
and my father died within’s t wo houres. 

Opbe. Nay, tis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long, nay then let the Deuill wear* black, for 1^ haue 
a Sure of Sables; O heauens, die two moneths ago, and not for- 
ootten yet, then there’s hope a great mans mernone may out-hue 
his life halfe a yeare.but bet Ladie a 

elfe finl l a fiffrr not thinking on, with the Hobby-hotfe, whol 
Epitaph is, for O, for O, the Hobby-hotfe n forgot. 



Trine e o/Denmarke, 
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The Trumpets found. Htembejhew fettirwes. 

Enter a King and a Queene.tbt Qneene embracing him, and he her, 
he takes her vp, and declines his head vpon her neckf, be lies him downe 
Lon a banks offerers, jbee feeing himafleepe, leaueshm : anon comes 

*1 another man, takes of his Crown.ktfestt, pours pop fin int hefleepert 

eares and leaues him : the Qtteene returnes, finds the Kmg dead .makes 
taffionate allion, the pop finer with feme three orfoure comes m agatne, 
rJem to condole with her, the dead body ts canted away , the po, finer woes 
(gnecn with gifts, {he ftems harft awhile fat m the end accept to*e, 

Oph. What meanes dvismy Lord ? 

Ham. Marry it is (TMitiching Afallico, it meanes mnchei e. 

Oph. Belike this (how imports the argument of the Play. 
Ham. We (hall know by this fellow, Enter prologue.. 

The Players cannot keepe they’le tell all. 

Ophe. Will a tell vs what this fliow meant ? 

JFAi.l.oratiy (how that you will (how him,benot you alhanvd 
to fhow,hecle not (harne to tell you what it meanes. 

Oph. You arenaught,youare naught, lie roarkc the Play.. 
Prologue. For vs and for out Tregedy, 

Heere (looping to.your clemencie, 

We begge your hearing patiently . 

Ham. Is this a Prologue or the pofie of a Ring ? 

Ophe. Tisbriefemy Lord. 

Ham. As womans loue. 

Enter KingandQueene. 

King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus Cart gone round 
Heptanes Fit walk, and Tellies orb’d the ground. 

And thitty dofen Moones with borrowed flicene 
About the world haue times twelue thirties beene 
Since Loue our heartland Hymen did our hands 
Vnitecomutu.il in moftfacred bands. 

guee.So many ioutneyes may the Sun and Moon 
Make vs againe count 01 e ere loue be doj^c, 

But woe is me you are fo fickc of late, ’ 

Sofarre from cheere, and from your former Bate, 

That I diftrud you, yet though I diftrult, 

Diicumfon you my Lord it nothing mud. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet r 

For women feare too much,euen as they loue, 

And womens feare and loue hold quantity. 

Either none, in neither ought s or in extremity, 1 
Now what my Lord is proofe hath made you know? 
And as my loue is ciz’ft ,my feare is fo, 

Where loue is great, the litleft doubts are feare, 
Where little fears grow great, great loue grows there 
King. Faith I mutt leauc thee loue.and ftiortly to. 
My operant powers their funSions leauc to doe,; 

And thou fhalcliue in this fairc world behind, 
Honord, belou*d, and haply one as kind, 

For husband (halt thou, 

Quee. O confound the reft. 

Such louemuft needs be treafon in my breft. 

In fecond husband let me be accurfl. 

None wed the fccond,but who kild the firft. 

The inftances that fecond marriage moue 
Are bafe refpe&s of thrift, but none of loue, 

A fecond time 1 kill my husband dead. 

When fecond husband kifTcs me in bed. 

King . I do beleeue you think what now you fpcak, 
But what we doe determine, oft wc breake, 

Purpofe is but the flaue to memory. 

Of violent birth, but poore validity, 

Which now the fruit vnripe flicks on the tree. 

But fall vnfhaken when they mellow be. 

Mod neceffary tis that we forget 

To pay our fellies what to our fclucsis debt. 

What to our fclues in paiFon we propofe. 

The p ffion ending,doth the purpofe iofe, 

The violence ofeither griefe or ioy, 

Their ownc ennaftures with themfclues deftroy. 
Where ioy moft reuels, griefe doth mod lament, 
Griefe ioy, ioy gricfe$,on {lender accedent. 

This world is not for aye, nor tis not ftrange. 

That euen our loues (hould with our fortuns change. 
For tis aqueftion left vs yet to prouc, 

Whether loue lead fortunc,or clfc fortune loue. 

The great man downe,you markc his fauouritc flics. 
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Prince of Denmhkc, 

j 4 , t poore iduanctd make* friends of enemies. 

And heihertoo doth loue on fortune trnd. 

For who notneeds.fh.ll nei.er lack a friend, 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

D re&ly feafoas him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun, 

Our wi'li and fates do fo contrary runi 
That our deuices (fill are ouerthrowne, 

Our thoughts are ours.their ends none of our owne, 

So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed. 

But dy thy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead. 

^«fe.Nor earth to me giue food.nor heauen light, 

Sport and repofe lock from me day and night, 

To defperation turne tny truft and hope, 

And Anchors cheere in prifon be my fcope. 

Each oppofite that blanks the face of ioy, 

Meet what I would hauc well.and it deftroy. 

Both here and hence purfue me lading ftrife, 

Ifonce I be a widdow,euer 1 be wife. 

Tis deeply fwome,fwect leaue me heare a while, 

My fpirits grow dull and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleep, 

Qttee. Sleep rock thy brain, 

Andneuer come mifchance betwixt vs twain Exeunt „ 

Horn. Maddam.how like you this Play? 

Qttee. The Lady doth proteft too much me thinks. 

Ham. O but fhee’lc keep her woi d. 

Ktn(. Haue you heard the argument ? is there no offence in’t ? 
Ham. No, no, they do butieft, poifon in left, no offence i’th 
Kmg. What do you call the Play ? (world. 

Ham. TheMcufe'rap , mary how tropically, this Play i* the 
Image of a number done in Vttnua , Gonz,ag9 is ihe D kes name, 
his wife Baptifia, you (ball fee anon, tis a knauifh piece of work, 
but what ofthat ? your Maiefty and we (ball haue free foules.it 
touches vs not, let the gaulcd Jade winch , our wither* ate vn- 
wrung. This is one Luctanut, Nephew to the King. 

Enter Luc tan us. 

Ophu You areas good as a Chorw my Lord. 

Ham . I could interpret betwene youand your loue ^ 



Ham.lf (he fhould 
break it now. 
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Iffcould fee the puppies d'allving. 

0/>15w. Youarekeenemy Lord, you are kecne. 

Ham* It would coft you a grening to take off mine edge, 

Oph . Still better and worfe. 

Ham* So you miftake your husbands. Begin murtherer, leaue 
thy\lamnable faces and begin, come* the croking Rauen doth 
bellow for reuengc. x 

Luc * Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit and time agreeing, 
Confideratc fcafon,els no creature feeing. 

Thou mixture rankc,of midnight weeds collc&ed, 

With Hccats ban thrice blafted, thrice infc&cd, 

Thy naturaU magicke, and dire propertie* 

On wholcfome life vfurps immediately. 

Ham * A poifons him i’th Garden for his eftate,his names Gonna* 
go, the ftory is extant and written in very choice Italian, you fliall 
fee anon how the murtherer gets the louc of Gonnagocs wife. 

Oph . The King rifes. 

J3.uee* How fares my Lord ? 

TV. Giue ore the Play. 

King* giue me fome light,away. 

TV. Lights, lights, lights. Exetm,aUbm Ham .and Horatio, 

Ham . Why let the ftroken Deere goe wcepe. 

The Hart vngauled play. 

For fome muft watch whilft fome muft fleepe,i 
Thus runs the world away. Would not this fir & a forreft of fea- 
thers, if the reft of my fortu/rs'turncTurk with mc,withprouincial 
Rofes,on iny raz’d fhooes,getme a fellowship in a city of Player? 
Hora* Halfeafharc. 

Ham * A whole one I. 

For thou doft know oh^amon deere? 

This Rcalme dimantlcd was 
Qilouc himfclfc,and now raignes here 
A very very paiodt. 

Hora. You might haue rim'd. 

Ham.O good Horatio , He take the Ghofts word for a thoufand 
pound. Didft pcrceauc ? 

Hora . Very well my Lord. 

Ha* Vpon the talke of the poifoning. 

Hora* 1 did very well note him. 

Ham, 



P rittie of Denmarfce" 

£&».Ah ha, come fome mufiquc,come the Recorder*. 

For if the King like not the Comodie, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdie. 

Come, fome mufique. 

Enter RofencrauSyGuyldcnfierKc* 

(j#.Good my Lord,voutfafe me a word with you 
Ham* Sir a whole hiftorie. 

Gqftithe King fit. 

Ham . I fir, what of him ? 

Guy l* Is in his retirement meruailous diflempred. 

//rfw.With drinkc fir? 

%/.No my Lord, with chollcr. 

Ham* Your wifedome fliould fhew it fclfe more richer to fig- 
nifie this to the Doftor, for , for me fo put him to his purgation, 
would perhaps plunge him into more choller. 

Gnyl.G ood my Lord put your difeourfe into fome frame, 

Aud (tare not fo wildly from my affaire. 

Ham. I am raroe fir, pronounce. 

GhjI* The Qucene your mother in moft great affli&ion of fpi« 
lit, hath fent me to you. 

Ham . Y ou are welcome. 

Guy. Nay good my Lord.this curtefie is not of the right breed, 
if it fhall plcafe you to make me a wholfomc anfwcr , I will do 
your mothers eommandcmenc , if not, your pardon and my re* 
turnc, fliall be the end of bufineffe. 

Ham.Slt I cannot. 

Rof* What my Lord. 

Htf.Make you a wholfome anfwer,my wits difeafd ,but fir, fuck 
anfwer as I can make, you fhal cemmand 3 or rather as yo»rfay,my 
mother, therefore no morc,but to themactei;,my mother you fay 0 

Rof. Then thus (he faics,your bchauionr hath Rrpjokc her into 
amazement and admiration, 

Ham.O wonderfull fonne that can fo ftonifti another! bur is 
there nofequcll at the heeles of this mothers admiration?impart. 
Rof She defircs to fpeakwith y ou in her elofet ere y ou go to bed. 
Hani* We fliall obey, wcreflie ten times out mother, haueyou 
any further trade with vs ? 

Rof My Lord you once did louc me. 

&am 9 And doe ftill by thefe pickers and Better** 
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Jbe Tragedie ©/Hamlet 

% t r Good n»y Lord, what is yarn caufe of diftemper.you'do 
fute ly bar the doore vpon your owne liberty, if you deny your 

griefe* to your friend. 

Ham. Sir 1 lack aduancement. 

Ref. Hqw can that be when you haue the royce of the King 
himfelfe for your fucceflion in Denmark;. 

Enter the PDjers mtb Recorders. 

Ham 1 fu, but wile the graffe grows, the prouetb is fomthmg 
mufty, oh the Recorders, let me fee one, to withdraw with you 
why do you go about to recouer the wind of me, as if you would 

duty be too bold my loue is too ynmanerly 
jjam.l do not well vndetftand that»will you play v P on this pipe > 
Guyl . My lord I cannot. 

H,»w.Ipray you. 

<J»;/.Beleeue me I cannot. 

Ham.l befeech you. , y 

1 haue not the hoW ynW orthy a thing you tnakeef 

H-n*. Why look you now ^ fcernto know n.y fan 

me, you would play vpon me,y _ would found 

you would pluck outthe heart of my ^ ^ mu . 

££££££* ,ou«m, though you fret ok nol, ,« 

CB10 .. P u,.po..»^e.^®y» • ■ 

sSaessM^^ 

?,/Vth maffe and tb hke a Camell indeed. 

thinks iu* like a Weiell. 

«7W.It is black like a WezelL 
Ham.Ot like a Whale.. 

PW.Very like a Whal*> Jg#s s Thf° 
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Prince of Denmark e. 

ffam . Then I will come to my mother bjr and by, 

They fool me to the top of my bent, I wil come by&by* 

Leaue me triends* 

I will|fay fo. By and by is eafily faid, 

Tis now the very witching time of night, 

When Church-yards yawne, and hell itfejfe breaks cue 
Contagion to this world : now could I drink hot blood, 
Anddofucb bufineffeas the bitter day 
Would quake to looke on : foft/now to my mother, 

0 heart loofe not thy nature ! let not euer. 

The foule of Nero enter this firme bofomc ! 

Let me be crueIl,noc vnnaturall, 

1 will fpcak dagger toher,buc vfc none. 

My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites. 

How in my words fomeucrlhe be fhent. 

To giue them fealcs ncuer my foule confent. 

Enter Ki»g,%o finer aus, and Gujlienflernt. i 

King, Ilikehimnot,norflandsitfafe withvs 
To let his madnefle range,therefore prepare you, 

I your commiflion will forthwith difpatth, 

And he to £#f/<Wfhall along with you. 

The termes ©four eft ate may not endure 
Hazard fo necr’s as doth hourcly grow, 

0 % utofhubrowe$. 

GhjL Wc will our felues prouide, 

Moft holy and religious fearc it is 
Tokeep thofe many many bodies fafe 

That liue and feed vpon your Maicfty. , j v N 

Rof. The fingle and pcculier life is bound, 

> With all the ftrtngth ad armour of the mind 
To keep it fclfe from noy ance,but much more 
That fpirir, vpon whofe weate depends and refts 
The liucs of many, the cefle of Maicfty 
Dies not alone ; but like a gulfe doth draw 
What’s neere it, with it, or itis a maffic wheele 
Fixe on the fomnecof the high eft mount. 

To whofe huge fpokes, ten thoufand ltflfer things 
Are morteift and adioynd,which when it falls, 

Ha S' Each 



- 






230 240 250 260 270 



280 



290 300 







masm 





TkeTrAgcdieof Hamlet 

Each (mail anncxment.petic confcquence 
Attends the boiftrous raine.ncuer alone 
Did the King figh.but a generall growne. < , 

King, K Armc you I pray you to this fpccdic vojage*. 

For we will fetters put about this feare 
Which now goes to free-footed. 

JRof. VVe will haft vs. Exeunt. Gent.. 

Enter Polonws. 

pel. My Lord, he’s going to his mothers elefet. 

Behind the Arras lie conuay my felfc 
To here theprofleffe.rle warrant fhcc le tax him home, 

And as you Lid, and wilely was it faid, 

Tis meet that fome mote audience then a mother. 

Since nature makes them partiall.ftiould ore-hearc 
The fpeech of vantage ; tare you well my Leigc, 

l’le call vpon you ere you goe to bed. 

An d tell you what I know. 

King. Thanks deeiemy Lord- 

0 my offence is rankc/tt fmels to heauen, 

It hath the primal! eldeft curfe vppont ; 

A brothers murthcr, pray can I not, 

Though inclination be as fharp as will. 

My monger guilt defeats my fttong intent, 

And like a man to double bufineffe bound, 

1 (land in paufe wheie 1 flnll firft begin. 

And both negleft : what if this curled Hand 
Were thicker then it felfc wi h brothers bloody 
Is there not raine enough in the fweet Heauen* 

To wafts it white as (now ? whereto femes mercie 
But to confront the vifageof offence ? 

And what’s in praier but this* wo Told force, 

To be foreftrllcd ere we come to fall,. 

Or pardon being downe, then l’lclooke vp. 

My faults is pail, but oh l what forme of prater 
Can feme my turne? forgiue me my foule murthcr s ; 

That cannot be fincc I am ftil poffeft 
Of thofe affects for which I did the murther ; 

My Crownc,mine oyvne ambition, and my Qucenej ^ 
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Vrinceof Dcnmarkei. 

May one be pardoned and rctaineth’offencc V 
In the corrupted currents of this world , 

Offences guided hand may fliow by iuftice. 

And oft tis feene the wicked prize it fclfe 
Buyes out the Law, but tis not fo aboue. 

There is no fhufflm g, there the aftion lies 
In his true nature,and wc our felues compeld 
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults ! . 

To giue in euidence : what then, what refts 
Try what repentance can,what can it not, 

Ye t what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched ftatc, O bofomc blacke as death,, 

0 limed foule, that flrugling to be free. 

Art more ingaged ! helpe Angles make affay, 

Bow ftubbornc knees and heart with firings of flecle 
Be foft.as linnewes of the new borne babe. 

All may be well* 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham . Now mighr I do it,butnowais a prayings 
And now He doo’c, and fo a goes to heauen, 

And fo am I reuenge d, that would be fcan A 
A villaine kils my father, and for that, 

1 his foie fonne, do this fame villaine fend* 

To heauen. 

Why, this is bafe and filly.-— ■ — not rettendge^ 

A tooke my father grofly, full of bread, 

Withall his crimes broad blowne, as flufh as May, 

And how his Audit Bands who knowes faue heauctv 
But in our circumftance and courfe of thought, 

Tis heauie with him : and ami then reuendged 
To take him in the purging of his foule, 

When he is fit andfeafoned for his paffage ? 

No. 

Vp S word, and know thou a more horrid henr, i 
When he is drunken {leepe. or in his rage, 

Or in th’incefiiouspleafure of his bed. 

At game, a iW aring, or about fome aft: 

That has no rcllifh of filiation in*r. 

H 3= M«i, 
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The Trcigedie of Hamle t 

Then trip him that his heele mas kick at hcauen. 

And that his foule may be as damnd and blacke 
As hell whereto it goes; my mother ftayes, 

This Phylick but prolongs thy fickly dayes. Exit. 

Ki»g. My words flie vp, my thoughts rcoiainc below 
Words without thoughts newer to hcauen go. Exit. 

Enter Gertrard a »4 Pvlwiw, 

Polo. A will come ftraic, look you lay home to him, 

Tell him his pranks haue bin too broad to beare with. 

And that your grace hath fcrecn’d and Hood betvseene 
Much heat and him , ll^filenceme euen hcere, 

Pray you be round. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Cer. lie waite you, fear* me not. 

Withdraw, I heare him comming. 

Ham. Now mother, what’s the matter? 

Ger. Hamlet, thou haft thy father much offended. 

Ham. Mother you haue my father much offended. 

Ger. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham . Go go, you qweflion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamlet ? 

Ham. What’s the matter now ? 

Ger. Haue you forgot me? 

Ham. No by Rood not fo, 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife, 

And would it were not fo,you are my mother. 

Ger. Nay, then He fet thofe to you that can fpeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fic you downc,you lhall not boudge, 
You gonot till I fet you vp a Glafle 

Where you may fee the moft part of you. 

Ger.What wilt thou do,thou wjlt not murther me? 

•Hclpe hoe. 

Polo. What hoe helpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Duckatjdead. 

Pel. Olamflaine. 

Ger. O me , what haft thou done ? 

Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King? 



Prince o/Denmarke. 

Ger. O what a rafli and bloudic deed is this. 

Ham. A bloudie deed,almoft as bad good mother 
As kill a King, and marrie with his brother. 

Ger. As kill a King, 

Ham. I Lady it was my word. 

Thou wretched, rafli, intruding Foolc farwdl, 

I tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune, 

Thou to be too bufie is fomc danger. 

Leaue wringing of your hands,pcace fit you dow nc* 

And let me wring your heart, for fo I {hall 
If it be made of penetrable ftuffc. 

If damned cuftomehauc nor brafditfo. 

That it be proofe and bulwarke agairift fence. 

Ger. What haue I done, that thou dar’ft wagge *hy tongue 
In noife fo rude agjinft me ? 

Ham^ Such an ad 

That blurres the grace and blufih of modeftie. 

Cals vercue Hypocrite, takes of the Rofe 
From the fairc forehead of an innocent ipue, 

And fets a bliftcr there, makes marriage vowes 
As falfe as Dicers oathes. Oh filch a deed! 

As from the body of contraflion plucks 
The very foule : and fweet Religion makes 
A rapfodie of words; heauens face does glow 
Ore this folidiry and compound ma(Te 
With heated vifage, as againft the doom* 

Is thought-fick at the aft. 

Quec. Ay me what aft ? 

Ham. That rores fo lowd and thunders in the Indejr* 

Looke here vpon this Pifture, and on this, 

The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers. 

See what a grace was feated on his brow, 

Htperiws curies the front of lone bimfclfe. 

An eic like Mars >10 threaten and command 
A Ration like the Herald Mercurfa 
Ne w lighted on a heaue, a kiffing hdl> 

A combination and forme indeed. 

Where eucry God did feeme to fet hisfealc 
To giuc the world affusancc of a man*, 
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The Tr&gedte ^Hamlet 

This was yout husband, look you now what, folio wes? 
Hcerc is yout husband like a mil-dewed care, 

BlaftiDg his wholfome brother ; halie you cies ? 

Could y ou on this faire Mountaine leaue to feed 
And batton on this Moore ; ha, haue you cies ? 

You cannot call it loue, for at your age 
The heyday in the bloud is tame, it’s humble, 

And waits vpon the iudgement,and whatiudgement 
Would ftep from this to this ? fence fine you haue 
Elfe could you not haue motion, but fare that fence 
Is appoplext, formadneffe would noterrc 
Mor fence to extafie was neere fo thral’d 
But it referu’d fome quantise of choice 
To ferue in fuch a difference. What Deuill waft 
That thus hath cofond you at hodman-blind ? 

‘ Eies without feeling,feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands , or eies, fmelling fance all, 

Or but a fickly part of one true fence 

Could not fo mope. Oh fhame ! where is thy blufti ? 

Rebellious hell. 

If thou canft mutine in a Matrons bone?, 

To flaming youth, let vertue be as wax 
And melt in her owne fire, proclaime no ftiame 
When the compulfjuc ardure giues the charge, 

Since fro ft it felfeas a&iuely doth burne, 

And reafon pardons will. 

ger. O Hamlet fpcake no more, 

Thou turn’ft my very cies into my foule, 

And there I fee fuch black and gricued fpots 
As will leaue there their tin&. 

Ham. Nay but toliue 
In the ranke fweat of an inccftuous bed 
Stewed in corruption, honying and making louc 
Ouei thenaftie ftie. 

Ger . O fpeake to me no more, 

Tbefe words like Daggers enter in my cares 
No more fwcct Hamlet. 

Ham, Amurtherer and avillainc, 

A flauc that is not t yvcntUh kyth® 



Of 



'Prince of Denmark 

Of your p r ecedenc Lord, a vice of Kin gs, 
ACut-purfeof the Empire and the rule, 

That from alhelfe the precious Diadem ftole 
And put it in his pocket. 

Enter Gboft* 

Ham. A King of Aired* and patches, 

Saue me and houcroreme with your Wings 
You heaueniy guards: what would your gracious figure ? 
Ger . Alafle he’s mad. 

Ham . Doeyounot come your cardie Tonne to chide. 
That lap* ft in time and paflion lets goe by 
Tb* important a&ine of your drea d command. O fay ! 

Gbejf. Doe not forget : this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy atmoft blunted purpofe, 

But looke, amazement on thy mother fits, <>: 

O ftep betweene her, and her fighing foule i 
Conceit in weakeft bodies ftrongeft worker* 

Speake to her Hamlet . 

Ham* How is it withyou Ladie ? 
ger. Alafle how i'ft with you ? 

That you doe bend your eie on vacancies 
And with tb’incorgorall airc do hold dtfcour&, 

Forth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peepc. 

And as the fleeping Souhiiers in th’alarme. 

Your beaded haiae l.kc life in excrements 
Starts vp and ftands an end : O gentle fonnei 
Vpon the heate and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle coolepatience, whereon do you looked 

Ham. On him, on him, looke you how pale he gleres. 
His forme and caufc conioyned, preaching to Hones 
Would make them capable, do not looke vpon me* 

Left with this pittious aftion you conuerc 
My ftcrnetff<f2b, then what I haue to doe 
Will want true colour, teares perchance for bloud. 

Ger. To whom doe you fpeake this? 

Ham . Doeyou fee nothing there? 

Ger. Nothing at all, yet all that is there I fee* 

Ham. Nor didyou nothing heare ? 

Ger. No, nothing but cur fclues. 
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JJm. Why lookc you there, looke how it fteale* away, 

My father in his habit as he liud, 

Looke where he goes, euen now out at the portall. Exit Gboff, 
Gtr. This is the coynage of your braioe, 

This boddeffecreatiotvcxtafie is very cunning m 

Ham. My pulfe as yours doth tenapcratlykeepe time, 

And makes as healthful} mofick, it is notmadnefle 
That I haue vttred, bring me to the tcft, 

And the matter will reword, which madneffe 
Would garnb ole from,. Mother for loue of grace, 

Lay not that flattering vn&ion to yourfoule 
That not your trcfpaffehut my madoeile Ipcakes, . 

It will but skin and filme the vlccrous place, 

Whilesranke corruption mining all, within , 

Infefts vnfeene s confeffe your felfe to heaueo, 

Repent w hat’s paft,auoid what is to come. 

And doe not fptead the cotnpoft-op the weed* 

To make them ranker, fotgiue me this my vettue. 

For in the fatnefle of thefe purfie times 
Vertue it felfe of vice muft pardon beg, 

Yea curbe and wooe fot.leaueto doe him good. 

Gtr. O Hamltt ! thou haft deft my hartin twins. 

Ham, O throw away the worfer part of it. 

And leaue the purer with the ocher halfe, 

Good night, but goe not to my Vncles bed, . 

Affutne a vertue if you haue it not, 

That monftercuftome, who all fence doth eat* 

Of habits Deuill, is Angell yet in this 

That to the vfe of aS'tons faire and good. 

He likewife glues a Frock or Li.uerie 
That aptly is pucon to-refraine night. 

And that (hall lend a kind ©feafineffe 
To the next abftinence, the next more eafic s 
For vfe almoft can change the flampe of nature, 

And matter theDeuiU, or throwhim cut 

With wondrous potencie :once more good night. 

And when you are defitous.to be blcft, 

lie blefling beg of you, forthis fame Lord 

I doe repent j but heauen hath pleas’d it fo. ^ 
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(Princeof Denmarfce. 

To punifla me with this, and this with m£. 

That I muft be their fcourge and minifter, 

I wifi beftow him and will anfwer well 
The death I gaue him; fo agiine good night 
I muft be crucll onely to be kind. 

This bad begins, and worfe remaincs behind. 

One word more good L'adie® 

Ger • Whatfhallldoc? 

Ham* Not this by no meancs that I bid you do?, 
let the blowt King tempt you againc to bed, 
pinch wanton on your cheeJee, call you his Moufe, 
And let him for a paire of recchiekifles. 

Or padling in your nccke with his damn’d fingers* 
Make you to roucllall this matter out 
That I effentially am not in madntfle, 

But road in craft, t’were good you let him know* 

For who that’s but a Quecne, faire, fober , wife, 
Would from a paddack, from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such deerc confcruings hide, who would doe fo. 
No, in defpighc of fence and fecrccic, 

Vnpcg the basket on the houfes top, 

Let the birds flie, and like i he famous Ape, 

To try conclufions in the basket creepe, 

And breakeyour owne nccke downe® 

Ger . Be thou arfur’d, if words be made of breathy 
And breath of life, I haue no life to breath 
What thou haft {'aid to me. 

Ham. I muft to you know that, 

Ger • AlackT had forgot, 

Tisfo concluded on. 

/faw.Ther’s letters feald,& my two fchool-feHowes 5 
Whom I will truft as I will Adders fang’d, 

They beare the M andate .they muft fweepe my w ay 
And marfhall me to knaucry : let it workc, 

For tis the fport to haue the Enginer 
Hoift with his ownepetar, an’c (hall goe bard 
But I will delue one yard below their mines. 

And blow them at the Moone : O tis mofi fweet 
When in one line two crafts dirc&ly meet, 
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The T rtgltte o/Hamlet 

This man fhall fct me packing, 

I’le lugge the guts into the neighbour roome ; 
Mother good night indeed, this Counfailer 
Is now moft ftill.moft fecrct ,and moft grauc, 
VVhoyvadSlifeaimoft foolifli prating knaue. 
Come ilir, to draw toward an end with you. 
Good night mother. . Exit, 



Enter King,and Qutene.with Rofiencraui 
and Gujldenfterne. 

King. There’s matter in thefe fighes.thefe profound heaues, 
You mull tranflate.tis fit w e vnderftand them, 

VVhere is your fonne ? 

Gert. Beftow this place on y* a little while. 

Ah mine owne Lord, what haue I feene to night ? 
King.Wfot. Gertard,hovt dooes Hamlet ? 

Cm. Mad as the fca and wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier in his lawlefle fit, 

Behind the Arras hearing fome thing flir, 

Whips outhis Rapier, cryeisaRat, a Rat, 

And in this brainifh apprehenfion kills 
The vnfecne good old man. 

King. Oheauydeed! 

It had beeoefo with vs had we bin there, 

His libertie is full of threats to all, 

To you your felfc.to vs, to euery one, 

Alas, how fhaf this bloody deed be anfwefd ? 

It will be laid,to vs,whofe prouidence 

Should haue kept fhort,reflrain’d,and out of haunt 

This mad young man;but fo much was our loue. 

We would not vnderftand what was moll fit, 

But like the owner of a foule difeafe 
To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Euen on the pith of life : where is he gone ? 

Gert. To draw apart the body he hath kfld, 

Ore' whom, his very madneffe like fome ore 
Among a minerall ofmettals bafe, 

Showes it felfc pure, a weeps for what is done. 

King. Gertrud, come away, 
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Trlnce c/Denmarke." 

The Sun no fooner fhull ihc mountaines touch. 

But we will iV p him hcnce,and this vile deed 

We miift with all our Mai flic and skill Enter Tty fand Guy Id, 

Both countenance andexcufe. Ho Gulden fierne, 

Friends both,go ioyne you with fome further ayd, 

Hamlet in madneffe hath Polonim flail e, 

And from his mothers dofet hath he drag’d him. 

Go fecke him out fpeake faire and bring the body 

Into the Chappell; I pray you haft in this 

Come Cjrrtrvard, wee’le call vp our wifeft friends. 

And let them know both what we meane to do 
And wbats vntimcly done, 

Whofe whifper ore the worlds Diameter, 

As leuell as the Cannon to his blank, 

Tranfports his poyfoned fhot,may mifle our name, 

And hitthewoundleffe ayre,0 come away, 

My foule is full of difcord and difmay. Exeunt. 

1 Enter Hamlet, Rofencr am and others. 

Ha. Safely ftowd.but foftly.what noife,who calls on Hamlet ? 

O here they come. _ 

Kofi What haue you done my Lord with the dead body r 
Ham. Compounded it with dull whereto it is kin. 

Kofi. Tell vs where tis that we may take it thence, 

'And beareit to the Chappell. 

Ham. Do not belceue it. 

Kofi. Beleeue what ? 

Ham. That I can keep your counfaite and not mine owne, be- 
fidestobe demanded ot a fpunge, what replication Ihould be 
made by the fonne of a King. 

Kofi. Take you me for a fpunge my Lord? 

Ha* I fir, that fokes vp the Kings countenance, his rewards, ms 
authorities, but fuch Officers do the King beft feruice in the end, 
he, keepsthem like an apple in the corner of his iaw,firft mouth d 
to be laft fwallo wed.when he needs what you haue gleand, it is 
but fqeefing you, and fpunge you (hallbe dry againe.' 

Kofi. I vnderftand you not my Lord. . 

Ham. I am glad of it, a knauifh fpeech fleepsin afoohlh eare. 
Kofi. My Lord,you muft tell vs where the body is,and go with 

v» to the King. „ , 
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The Tmgedie 0/ Hamlet 

Ham. The body is with the King,but the King is not with th* 
body. The King is a thing. 

GhjL A thing my Lord. 

Ham. Of nothing, bring me to him 0 Exeunt. 

Enter King, and two or three. 

King* I haue fern to feek him, and to find the body. 

How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe, 

Yet muft not we put the ftrong Law on him, 

Hee’s lou’d of the diftra&ed multitude,. 

Who like not in their judgement, but their eyes. 

And where tis fo,th # offcndersfcourge is wayed 
But neuci the offence : to beare all fmooth and cucn. 

This fuddaine fending him away muft feem 
Deliberate paufe, difeafes defperate grownc* 

By defperate apply ance arc relieu’d 
Or not at all. 

Enter Rofencratu and all the reft. 

King. How now,what hath befalnc ? 

Rof. Where the dead body is beftow’d my Lord 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he? 

Rof. Without my Loidjguardcd to know your pleafure* 

King . Bring him before vs. > 

Rof Hoe, bring in the Lord* Thej Enter * 

King. Now Hamlet 9 where’s ‘Tolonitui 

Ham. Atfuppcro 

Ktng. At fupper where* ' 

/fa.Not where he eates,buc where he is catcn.a certain conuo- 
cation of politick worms are ccn at hirmyour worme is your only 
Emperour for dyer, we fat all creatures elfe to fat vs, andwefac 
our felues for maggots, your fat King & your leane Beggar is but 
variable feruice, two difhes but to one tab!c,that s the end. 

Kin^% Alafle,alaiTe. c ir‘ 

Haw. A man may fifh with the worme that hath eat of a King, 

cat of the fifh i hat hath fed of that worme. 

King. What doft thou meanc by this? 

Ham* Nothingbu: to fhewyou how a King may go a pro- 







prince o/T)enmarke» 

sreffe through the guttesof a Beggar. 

King. Where is Ptlmim ! 

Ham.la heauen.fcnd thether to fee, if your meffenger find him 
not there, feefce him i’th other place your felfe, but if indeed you 
find him not within this moneth, you (hall nofe him as you go vp 
the ftaircs into the Lobby. 

Kmg. Go feek him there. 

Hum. A will ftay till you come. 

King. Hamlet this deed for thine efpeciall fafety 
Which we doe tender, as wedeerly grieue 
For that which thou haft done, muft fend thee hence.; 

Therefore prepare thy felfe 5 

The Batke is readie.and the wind at help, 

Th’affotiats tend, and euety thing is bent 
foot England. 

Ham. For England, 

King. I Hamlet. “ ~ 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it if thou knew’ft onr purpofesr 

Ham. I fee a Cherub that fees them, but come for England 2 < 
Farewell deere mother. 

Kmg. Thy louing father Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother, father and mother is man and wife, 

Man and wife is one fleflb, fo ray mother : 

Gome for England . Exit, 

King. Follow him at foot; 

Tempt him witbfpecd abourd, 

Delay it not, Fie haue him hence to night. 

A wSy.for cuery thing is feald and done 
That els leanes on the affaire, pray you make haft. 

And Englandximy louethou hold’ft at ought, 

As my great power thereof may giue thee fence, 

Since yet thy Cicatrice looker raw and red. 

After the Danifli Sword,and thy free awe 
paies homage to vs, thou maift not coldly fet 
Our Soueraigneproceffe,' which imports at full 
By letters congruing to that effeft 
The prefent death of Hamlet, do it England, 

For like the Heftick in my blood he rages, 
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im i rcgrutc of mmiet 

And thou mult cure roe nil 1 know tis done. 

HoW ere my haps, my io ; es will ncere begin. 1 Extol 

Enter Fort tnbraffc with bis Armie oner the Stage . 

Fortin* Go Captainc, from me greet the Danifb King,' 

Tell him, that by his licence Fortinbraffe 
Craues the conueyance ofa promis’d march 
Ouer his Kingcome, you know thcrendezuous, 

If that his Maiefty would ought with vs, 

We (hall expreffe our duty in his eye. 

And let him know fo. 

Cap . I willdoo*tmy Lord. 

Fortin , Gofoftlyon. 

Enter Hamlet , Rofencram t &e. 

Ham. Good fir whofe powers arc thefe ? 

Cap . They arc of Norway fir. 

Ham. How propofd fir I pray you ? 

Cap. Againft fome part of Poland. 

Ham* Who commands them fir ? 

Cap « The Nephew to old Norwaj t Fortinbraffe* 

Ham . Goes it againft the maine of Poland [it ? 

Or for ibme frontirc ? 

Cap . Truly to fpeakc,and with no addition. 

We goe to gaine a little patch of ground 
That hath in it no profit but the name 
To pay fiue duckets, fiue I would not farme it ? 

Now will ityeeld to Norway or the Pole 
A ranckerrace,£hould it be fould in fee. 

Ham . Why then the Pollacke neuti will defend it. 

Cap . Yes ic is already garifond. 

Ham . T wo thoufand foulcs and twenty thoufand duckets 
Will not debate the queftion of this ftraw, 
Thisisth'impoftumeofmuch wealth and peace. 

That inward breakes and fhewes no caufe without 
Why the man dies. I humbly thankc you fir. 

Cap . God buy you fir. 

Rof Wil*t pleafe you goe my Lord } 

Hum. Tic be with you ftraigbc,go a little before. 

How all occasions do informe againft me d 

■; > ' " And 





Prince of Denmarke; 

And fpur my dull reuenge. What is aittan 
If his chiefc good and market ofhis time 
Be but to deep and feed,a beaft,no more : 

Sure he that made vs with fuch large difcoUrfe 
Looking before and after, gaue vs not 
Thac capability and God-llbe rcafon 
To fuft in vs vnus’d^ow whether ic be 
Beftiall obliuion,or fome crauen fcruple 
Ofthinkirig too prccifely on th’euent, 

A thought which quartered hath but one part wifdome, 
And euer three parts coward I do not know 
Why yet I line to fay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith I haue caufe, and will and ftrebgth,and meanet 
To doo'tjcxamples groffe as earth exhort me, 

Witneflc this Army of fuch mafic and charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whofe fpirit with diuine ambition pufc, 

Makes mouthes at the inuifible euent, 

Expofing what is mortall,and vnfure, 

To all thatfortune,death and danger dare, 

Euen for an Eggc-fEell, Rightly to be great. 

Is not to ftir without great argument, 

Butgreatly to find quarrcll in a ftraw 
When honours at the ftake.Ho w ftand I cheh 
That haue a father kild, a mother flam’d. 

Excitements of my reafon,and my blood, 

And let all fleep, while to my (hame I fee 
The iminenc death of twenty thoufand men, 

That for a fantafie and trick of fame 
Go to their graues like beds, fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cable. 

Which is not tombe enough and continent 
To hide the flaine.O fromthis time forth, 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit. 

Enter Horatio, Gertrard>and a Gentleman. 

Qttee.l will hot fpeak With he*. 

Gen . She is importunate. 

Indeed diftra^her mood will needs be pittied, 
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TbeTragedie of Hamlet 

would (he haue ? 

Gent. She fpeaks much of her Father, fayes (he hearer 
There’s tricks i’th world,and hems, and beats her heart. 

Spumes enuioufly at ftrawes, fpeaks things in doubt 
That carry but halfe fence, her fpeeeh is nothing, 

Yet the vnfhaped vfe of it doth moue 
The hearers to colledion,they y awnc at it. 

And botch the words vp fit to their owne thoughts ,. 

Which as winks and nods,andgeftures yeeld them, 

Indeed would make one thinke there might.be thoughc 
Though nothing fure,vct much vnhappily. 

Hora.T'NW good fhe were fpoken with, for (he may ftrew 
Dangerous conie£iuxes in ilLbrecdingmindes, 

Let her come in. 

Enter Ophelia .- 

Qaee. *Tomy fickefoule, as fins true nature is,'. 

- ‘Each toy feemes prologue to fome great amiffe, 

‘So full of artleffe iealoufie is guilt, 

‘It (pills it felfe,in fearing to be fpilt. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous Maiefty of Denmark! 

Qaee. How now Opbch«. < [hejlngt. 

Ophe. How fliould I your true loue know from andtherone,. 
By his cockle hat and ftaffc,and his Sendall fhoone. 

Quei r. Alafle fweet Lady, what imports this fong? 

Oph. Say you, nay pray you marke, 

He isdead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone, Seng. 

At his head a graffe gteene turph, at his hcelcs a done. 

Obo. 

Qaee. Nay but Ophelia . . ,, 

Opb.Vtiy you marke. White his (hrowd as the mountain (now 
Enter King. 

OaM.Ahffelooke here my Lord. »■ 

O/fe.Larded all with fweete flowers. 

Which be weeps to the ground did not go Seng., 

With true loue (Lowers. 

King. How do you pretty Lady ? _ 

Opt. Well good dild you , they fay the Owle was 



daughter. Lord we know what we ate, but know not what 
may be ; God be at your table. 



Kim 



Prince of Denmark*: 

Conceit vpon her Father, 

OpSe. Pray lets haueao words of this, but when they ask yon 
what it meanes/ay you this. 

To morrow is S \Valentines day. Song. 

All in the morning betime. 

And Iamayd atyour window 

To be your Valentine. 

Then vp he rofe,and dond his clofe,and dupt the chamber doore. 
Let in the raaide, that out a maide, neuer departed more, 

Ktng. Pretty Ophelia, 

Opb . Indeed without an oath He make an end onr. 

By gis and by Saint charity, 
alack and fic for (haroe. 

Young men willdooftif they come too*r, 
by Cock they arc to blame. 

Qiioth (he.bcforc you tumbled me,you promifd me to wed, 

(He anfwers')So fliould I a done by yonder (un 
And thou had ft not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath (he becne thus ? 



Oph. I hope all will be well, we mu ft be patient, but I cannot 
chufe but weep tothink they would lay him i’th cold grouod.mv 
brother (hall know of it,& fo I thankyou for your good counfel. 



Come my Coach,God night Ladies, God night. 

Sweet Ladies God night, God night. 

Kwg. Follow her clofe,giue her good watch I pray you 
O this is the poifon of deep griefe, it fprings all from her Fathers 
death, and now behold, O Gertrard, Gertrard , 

When foriowes come,thcy come not'fingle fpies* 

But in battalians : firft her Father flainc, 

Next, your Tonne gone, and he moft violent Author 
Of his owne iuft remoue,the people muddied 
Thick and vnwholfome in thoughts, and whilpers 
For good Voloniw death:& we haue done but greenly 
In hugger mugger to inter him.poore Ophelia 
Diuidcd from her felfe,and her faire iudgeroent, 

Without the which we are pi&ures, or mecre beafts, 

Laft,and as much containing as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fecret came from France 9 
Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfelfe in clouds, 
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And wants not buzzers to mfeft hi*- ««* r . 

With peftilent fpcechcs of his fathers death, 

Wherein neceflitie of matter beggerd, 

Will nothing flick our perfon to arraigne 
In care and care : O my deare Gertrard. this 
Like to a Murdring-peece in many placer 
Giues me foperfluous death. A netfe mtbm. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

King. Attend.whereare my Swiffcrs.lct them guard the door,. 

What is the matter? 

Meffett. Saue your felfe my Lord. 

The Ocean ouer-peering of his hit, 

Hates not the flats with more impetuous haft 
And as the world were now but to begin, 

Anti qu hiefo. g ot,cuftomenOtknowne, > 

The ratifiers and props ofeuery wo d, 

' r* J,,h ' r ctJ - A **’"*"• 

e^//.No lets come in. 

Laer. I pray you giue me leaue. 

rZI^Zg'*'*™**”*** 

Giue me my father. 

of my true mother. 

Km?. What is the caufe Laertes 
That thy rebellion lookes fo Giant.ltke r j* 
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Prlnceof Dcnmarke. 

Let him goe Gertrard, do not feare our perfon, 

Thei's fuch ciiuinitie doth hedge a King, 

That treafon cannot peepe to what it would, 

Aft’s little ®f his will, tell me Laertes 
Why thou att thus incenit, let him go Gertrard , 

Speake man. 

Laer. W here is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

Quee. But not by him. 

Kin?, Let him demand his fill, 

Laer. How came he dead ? lie not be iugled with. 

To hell allegiance,vowes to the blackeft deuil, 

Confcience and grace, to the profoundeft pit 
I dare damnation, to this point I ftand, 

That both the worlds I giue to negligence. 

Let come what comes, onely He be reueng’d 
Moft throughly for my father. 

King. Who (ball flay you ? 

Laer. My will, not all the worlds : 

And for my rneanes lie husband them fo well. 

They fhall goe farre with little. , . 

King. Good Laertes, if you defire to know the certaintifc 
Of your deare father, i’ft writ in your rcuenge, 

That foop-flake, you will draw both friend and foe 
Winner and loofer. v 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then ? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide Tie opc my armesj 
And like the kind life-rendering Pelican, 

Repaft them with my blood. 

King. Whynowyoufpeake 
Like a good child and a true Gentleman. 

That I am guilclefle of your fathers death. 

And am molt fenfible in griefe for it, 

It lhall as leuellto your iudgement peare 
As day does to your eie. A ttoyfi veithbs. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now what noife is that ? 
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The Trttgedievf Hamlet 



O heate, dry vp my braines, tearcsfeuen times fait 
Burne out the fence and vertue of mine eye. 

By heauen thy madnes fhall be paid with weight 
Till our fcale turpe thebeame. ORofeofMay, 

Deere maid, kind filter, fweet Ophelia, 

OHeauens, iltpoffible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortal! as a poor r mans life ! 

Ophe. They bore him barc-fac’d on the Bcere, Song, 

And in his graue rain'd many a tcare, 

Fare you well my Doue. 

Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and did’ft perfwadereuenge 
It could not mooue thus. 

Ophe. Youmuft fingadowne, adowne. 

And you call him a downe a. O how the wheelc becomes it, 

It is the falfe Steward that fide his Maftcrs Daughter, 

Laer. This nothing's more then matter. 

Ophe . There's Ro{emary,that for remembrance, pray you loue 
remember, and there is Pancies, thats for thoughts. 

, Lacr.h documentin madnes 5 thoughts and remembrance fitted. 

Ophe . There’s Fcnnill for you, and Colembines, there’s Rew for 
you, and hecre’s feme for mcc, wee may call it herbe of Grace a 
Sundayes, you may weare your Rew with a difference, thcrc’sa 
Dafie, I would giue you feme Violets, but they witherd all when 
my Father died, they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my ioy. 

Laer. Thought and affliftions,paffion, hell it felfe 
She turnes to fauour and to prettineffe. 

Ophe. And wHl a not come againe, Song. 

And will a not come againe. 

No, no, he is dead, go to thy death bed, t 



He neucr will come againe. 

His beard was as white as fnow* 

Flaxen was his pole, . 

He is gone, he is gone, and we caft away mone, 

God a mercic on his foule, and allChriftians foules, 
God buy yous. 

Laer . Doe you this O God. 

King. Laertes, I muft commune with your gnefe, 
Ot you deny me right, goe but a part, 
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Prince of Denmztke. 

Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you will, 

And they fhall heare and iudge ewixt you and me* 

If by direftorby collaturall hand 

They find vs touche, we will our Kingdomc giue, 

Ourcrownc, our life, and all that wc call ours 
To you in fatisfa&ion 5 but if not, 

Be you content to lend your patience to vs, 

And we {hall ioyntly labour with your foule v 

To giue it due content. 

Laer . Let this be fo. 

His meancs of death, his obfeure funeral!, 

No Trophy, Sword, nor Hatchment ore his bones, 

No noble right, nor formall oftentation, 

Cry to be heard as twere from heauen to earth. 

That I muft call’c in queflion. 

King . So you fhall. 

And where th* Offence is^let the great axe fall, 

I pray you goe with me. Exeunt, 

Enter Horatio and others • 

Hera. Whatarethey that would fpeake with me? 

Gen. Sea-faring men fir, they fay they hauc Letters for you. 

Hora. Let them come in. 

I doe not know from what part of the world 

Iftiould be greered. If not from Lord Hamlet . Enter Softer/. 

Say . God blcffe you fir, 

Hora. Lethimbleffe thee to. 

Say . A (hall fir and pleafehim, there's a Letter for you fir , it 
came from the Embaffador that was bound for England , if your 
name be Horatio , as I am let to know it is. 

Hor . Horatio, when thou flialt hauc oucr-look’t Lhis,giue thefe 
fcllowes fome rncanes to the King, they hauc Letters for him: Ere 
wc were two daics old at Sea , a Pirat of very warlike appoint* 
ment gaue vs chafe, finding our felucs too flow of faile, we put on 
a compelled valour, and in the grapple I boorded them, on the in- 
ftant they got cleere of our fhip,fo I alone became their prifoncr, 
they hauc dealt with me like theeues of mercy, but they knew 
what they did:I am to doe a turnefor them, let the King hauc the 
Letters I hauefent, and repaire thou to me with as much (peed 
as thou wouldft flic death, 1 haue words to ipeakein thine care 




| JIM 



i M 1 






- * 



: I n 





250 260 270 







The T mgedk of Hamlet 

will make thee dumbe, yet are they much too light for the bord 
of the matter , thefe good fellowcs will bring thee where I am, 
Roftmatu and GuilderfierneholA their courfe for England # f them 
I hauc much to tell thee, farwd!. 

So that thoukpomft thine Hamlet. 

Hora. Come I wil make you way for thefe your Letter*. 

And doo’t the fpeedicr that you may direft me 

To him from whom you brought them. Exeunt. 

Enter King and Laertes. 

King. Now mud your confluence my acquittance feale, 

And you muftput trie id your heart for friefcd, 

Sith you hauc heard and with a knowing earc. 

That he which hath your noble father flaine- 
Purfued my life. 

Laer, It well appeares : but tell me 
Why you proceed not againfl theft feates 
So criminall and fo capitall in nature. 

As by yourfafetie, greatnefl'e, wifdome, all things elfe. 

You mainly were ftirr’d vp. 

King. O for two fpcciall reafoos 
Which may to you perhaps feeme much vnfinnoW’d, 

But yet to me tha’r ftrong, the Queene his mother 
Liues almoft by his lookes, and for my felfe, 

My vertue or my plague, be it either which, 

She is fo concliue to my life and foulc. 

That as the ftarre mooues not but in his Sphere 
I could not but by her: the other motiue. 

Why to a publike count I might not goe. 

Is the great loue the genevall gender beare him, 

Who dipping all hisfaults in their affe&ion, 

Worke like the Spring that turneth woodtoftone, 

Conuett his Giues to graces, fo that my arrowea 
Too (lightly timbered for fo loued armes, 

Would haue reuerted corny bowagaine, 

But not where 1 haue aim'd them. 5 
Laer. And fo I haue a noble father loft, 

A filter driuen into defperete termes, 

Whofe worth, if ptaifes may goe backe agairie 
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Prince of Denftiark£ 

Stood challengeron moiint ©fall the age 

For her perfc&ions,buc my reuenge will'-comeJ-’m 

King. Breake not your fleeps for that, you muft not think? 
That we are made of ftuffc fo flat and dull. 

That we can let our beard be Ihooke with danger, 

And tbinke it paftime,you fliortly (hall hear? more, /tym 
I lou'd your father, and we loue our felfe, - I ! ■ . 

And that I hope will teachyou to imagine. 

Enter a tJMeffenger with Letter t.O. ’( .. . . 

Metfen. Thefe toyour Maiefly,this to the Queene, 

King. From Hamlet, who brought rbem? 

Mejfen. Sailers my Lord they fay, I faw them not, 

They were giuen me by Claudio, lie receiued them 
Of him that brought them. 

King. Laertes you ftiallheare them deauevs. 

High and mighty , you (ball know I am fet naked on volte Kine- 

d T?,’ r° r " or , row flia11 1 be S leaue to fee y °ur Kingly eies, when 
I (ball, fir ft asking yon pardon, thereunto recount the occafion of 

my Hidden returne. 

King What (hould 1 this meane, are all the reft come backe. 

Or is it fome abuft, and no fuch thing ? . * 

Laer. Know you the hand? 

Kmg. Tis Hamlets chara<fter. Naked, 

And in a p'oftfcript here he faies alone. 

Can you d euift me ? 

Laer. I am loft in it my Lord', but let him come. 

It warmes the very fickneffe in my heart 
That I Hue and tell him to his teeth. 

Thus didft thou. * 

< King, Ifitbcfo Laertes, , t - 

As how iliould it be fo, how orjherwife r 

Will you be rul’d by me? * 

Laer. I my Lord,fo you will not ore-rule me to a peace 

To thine o wne peace, if he be now rctuined 

As liking not his V oyage, and that he mcanes, 

No more to vndertakc it, I will worke him 
To an cxploite, now ripe in my deuife, 
iXodcr the which ht fliall not choofc but fall $ 

And 









The T rdgdie o/H amlet 

And for his death no wind of blame (hall breathe, 

But euen hi smother (haft vncharge the pradbie, 

And call it accident. 

Laer, My Lotdl willbe rui d. 

The rathet if yon could deuifc it to 
That I might be the organ. 

Kina. It falls right, , 

You haue bin talkt of fince yout ttauel lunch. 

And that in Hamlets hearing for a qualitie 
Wherein they fay youlhine^our ^eofpMts 
Did not together plucke fuch enuie from him, 

As did that one, and that in my regard 

Of the vnworthieft fiege. 

Laer. What part is that my Lord .? > 

King. A very riband in the cap >of 
Y et needfull too, for youth no leffe becomes 
The light and carektfc liueric that ,t wares 
Then felled age, his fables, andtus weeds 

’^'££SS%Z~~, , 

S£«as®ll^ 

That I in forgerie of flumes and tucks 
Come fhort of what he did. 

Laer* A Norman waft ? 

Km. A Norman. 

L(t ?r. Vpon my life Lamord. Y J ;*: 

And gtue you fuch a mafteriy report 

For arc and exercife in your defence, 

And for your Rapier moft efpec'an, . , d 
Th at he cri’d out tVouldbc a fight indeed 
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jfone could match you; the Scr liners of their nation 
Hefwore had neither moron, guard, nor eie, 

Ifyou oppos’d them; fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo enuenom with his enuie. 

That he could nothing do, but wifh and beg 
Your fodaihe commingore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. What out of this my Lord ? 

King. Laertes was your father, deere to you? 

Or are you like the painting of a forrow, 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer . Why aske you this ? 

King.Not that I think you did notloue your father. 

But that 1 know, loue is begun by time. 

And that I fee in paffages of proofe. 

Time quallifies the fparke and fire of it. 

There liues within the very flame of louo 
A kind of weeke or fnuffe that will abate it. 

And nothing is at a like goodneffe Bill, 

Forgoodnefle growing to aplurifie. 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe 
We (hould doe when we would : for this changes, 
And hath abatements and deiayes as many, 

Asthcre are tongues, are hands, are accidents^ 

And then this SbtulA is like a fpend-thrifts figh. 

That hurts by eafing; but to the quicke of ch’vlcer, 
Hamlet comes back what would you vndertake 
To (hew your felfe indeed your fathers fonne 
More then in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i’th Church. 

King, No place indeed fhould murther fan$uarize ( 
Rcuenge fhould hauc no bounds : but good Laertet 
Will you do this, keepe dofe within your chamber 
Hamlet return’d, fhali know you are come home. 

Wide put on chofc (hall praife your excellence. 

And fee a double varmfh on the fame 

The Frenchman gtue you tbring you In in fine together 

And wager ore your heads; he being remifle, 

Moft generous, and free from all contriuing, 
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Jhtg64& t of HfluiIcD 

Will not perufc the foiles, fo that with cafe, 

Or with a little fihuffling, you may choofe '> 

A Sword vnbated,and in a pace of pradife* 

Requite him for your father. 

Lacr, Iwilldoo’c,. 

And for the purpofe* He annoint my Sword^ 

I bought an Vnftion of a Mountcbankc 
So mortall, that bt^c dip a Knife in it, 

Where it drawcs bloud, no Cataplafme fo rare 
Collcdcd from all fimples that haue vertue 
Vndcr theMoone,can fjaue the thing from death 
That is but fcrarcht with all ,Ile touch my point 
With this contagion, that if I gall him flightly, it may be death. 
King* Lets further thinke of this. 

Weigh what conuriancc both of time and meancs 
May fit vs to our fhape if this fhould fade, 

And that our drift looke through our bad performance^ 

T were better not affayd. Therefore this proied, 

Should haue a backe or fccond that might hold 
If this did blaft in proofed fofc let me fee, 

Wee’lc make a foiemne wager on your cunnings, 

I hau’t, when in your motion you are hot and dric* \ 

As make your bouts mere violent to that end, 

And that he cals for dnnke, He haue preferd him 

A Challicc for theonce, whereon but lipping, 

If he by chancccfcape your venom’ d ftuck, 

Ourpurpofe may hold there; but flay, what noife $ 

Enter Queen e. 

Quee . One woe doth tread vpon ariothe*sheeI~e,‘, 

So faft they follow; your fitters drownd Laertes. 
Z^r.Drown*d, O where ? 

Quec.lhtxt is aWillow growes afeaunt theBrook , 1 
That fhowes his hoarie leaues in the glaffie fireame, 

There with fantaftick garlands did file make 
Of Crow-flowres, Nettles, Dafies, and long Purples 
ThatliberallShephcrds g»uc a groffer name. 

But our culcold maids do dead mens fingers cal thenu 

There on the pendant boughes her Coronet weeds 



Prince o/Denmarke. 

Clambring to hang, an enuious fluer broke 
When downe her weedy trophaes and her felfe, 

Fell in the weeping Brookc,her clothes fpred wide. 

And Mermaid-like a while they bore her vp, 

VVhich time fhe chanted fuatches of old lauds, 

- As one incapable of her owne diftreffe. 

Or like a creature na tiue and indewed 
Vnto that element, but long it could not be 
Till that her garments heauy with their drink, 

Puld the poore wench from her melodious lay 

To muddy death. 

haer. Aiaffe then is {he drown’d. 

Quee. D i own’d, drown’d* 

Lar. Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelia, 

And therefore I forbid my tearcs ; but yet 
It is our trick, nature her cuftome holds, 

3Let fhame fay what it will, when thefe are gone, 

The woman will be out. Adiew my Lord, 

Ihaue a fpeech a fire that faine would blafe. 

But that this folly drownes it Exit • 

King. Let’s follow Gcrtrard, 

How much I had to do to calme his rage, 

Now fearr I this will giue it ftart againe. 

Therefore lets follow. Exeunt* 

Enter two Clowns s. 

Clown. Is fhe to be buried in Chriftian burial, when fhe wilfully 
fecks her owne faluation < 

Otbe. I tell thee fhe is , therefore make her grauc ftraight, the 
Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chriftian buriall. 

Clow. How can that be,vnleffc {he drown’d her ieife in her own 
defen cc* 

Otb. Why tis found fo* 

• Clow. It muft be fo offended, it cannot be clfe, for here lies the 
point, if I drownernyfelfe wittingly, it argues an ad, and an ad 
hath three branches , itistoad, to do, coperformejor all ;fhc 
drown’d her felfe wittingly. 

CM.Nay ,but here you good man deluer. 

Glow. Giuc me lcaue, here lies the water, goodjhere (lands the . 
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TheTrdged'ie of Hamlc t 

inan,gOod,if the man goc to this waccr and drowne himfelfe, St is 
■Will hc.nill he, he goes, marke you th u, buc if live water come to 
him, and drowne him, he drownes not himfelfe, argali, he that it 
not guilty of his owne death fhortens not his owne l.fe, 

(M.Butis this law? 

Clow, I marry i’ft,Crowners queft law. 

Oth. Will you ha the truth an’t, if this had not been a gentle, 
woman, five fliould haue bin buried out a Chriftian buriall. 

Clow. Why there thou faift,and the more piety that great folke 
fhould haue countenance in this world to drowne or hang them. 
felucs,niore then their euen Chriften : Come my fpade,there is no 
ancient gentlemen but Gardners, Ditchets , and Graue-makets, 
they hold vp .Adams profeffion. 

Oth. Was he a gentleman ? 

Clow. A was the firft that eucrbore armes. 
l*le put another queftion to thee, if thou anfwereft me not to the 
purpofe, confeffe thy felfc. 

O fA.Goeto. 

Clew. What is hee that builds ftronger then cither theMafoo, 
the Shipwright, or the Cswgcnter. 

Oth. The gallowcs-makeiffor that out-liues a thoufand tenants, 
Clow. 1 like thy wit well in good faith, the gallowes doocs well, 
but how dooes it well?Ic doocs wel to thofe that do il!,now thou 
dooft ill to fay the gallowes is built ftronger then the Church, ar- 
gali, the gallowes may doe well totbee. Too’t againe.come. 

Oth. Who builds ftronger then a Mafon, a Shipwright, or a 
Carpenter. 

Clow. I, tell me that and vnyokc. 

Oth. Marry now I can tell. 

Ot h. Too’t. 

ClowMzttc I canno tel!.' 

Clow. Cudgel thy brains no more about it, for your dul affe wil 
not mend his pace with beating,&when yout ate asv t this queftio 
next, fay agr<,uc-Hiaker;tbe houfes he makes lafts telDoomtday. 
Goc get thee in and fetch me a foope of liquer. 

' In youth when I did loue did lone. Song. 

Me thought it was very fweet 
To contract O the time for a my bchoue, 

O me thought, there a was nothing a meet. 

c Em 





prince o/Den marke. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio, 

Ham.Hzs this fellow no feeling of his bufinc$?a fingsin graue- 
making. 

JT^.Cuftome hath made it in him a property of eafines. 

Ha.Tis cen fo, the hand of little imploiment hath the daintier 

Clow. But age with his Sealing fteps Song, (fence, 

harh clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath (hipped me into rheland^ 
as if I had ncuer been fuch. 

Ham. That skull had a tongue in it, and could fing once,ho w the 
knaue iowles it to the ground , as if t’were Cains ia w-bone, that 
did the firft murder : this might be the pate of a pollititian f which 
this Affe now ore-reaches ; one that would circunmcnt God, 
might it not? 

Hora. It might my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courtier , which could fay good morrow my 
Lord : how dolt thou fwcct Lord ?This might be my Lord fuch 
a one, that praifed my Lord fuch a ones horic, when a meant to 
beg it : might it not? 

Hora.l my Lord. 

Ha . Why ecn fo,and now my Lady worms Choples,and knock* 
about the mazer with a Sextens fpade j heer’s fine reuolution aud 
we had the tricke to fee’t, did thefe bones coft no more the bree- 
ding, but to play at loggitswith them: mine akc tothinkeone. 

Clow. A pickax and a fpade a (pade. Song, 

for and a (hrowding (beer, 

O a pit of Clay for to be made 
for fuch a gueft is meet. 

Hd.Thcrc’s another, why may not that be the skul of a Lawyer? 
where bchis quiddities now, his qualities, his cafes, his tenures, 
and his tricks? why doocs he fuffer this mad knaue now to knock 
him about the fconce with a dirty flhouell s and will not tell him of 
his actions of battery :hum, this fellow might be in*s time a great 
buyer of Land, with his Statutes, his recognifances, his fines, his 
double vouchers, his recoucries, to haue his fine pate full of fine 
durt : will vouchers vouch him bo more of his purchafcs and 
doubles, then the length and breadth of a payre of Indentures? 
The very conueyanccs of his Lands will fcarcely lye in this box, 
and mull th’inheritor himfelfe haue no more ? ha. 

Hora. Not a iot more my Lord. Ham* 
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The Tntgedie of Hamlet 

Ham. Is not parchment made ofjheep-skins ? 

Hora. I my Lord, and of Calue-skins too. 

Barn. They tire Sheep and Calucs which fecke out aflurancc in 
thac, I will fpeake to this fellow. Whofe graue’s this firra ? 

C/^.Minc fir, or a pit of clay for to be made,' 

Ham . I thiiike it thine indeed for thou lycft in’t. 

Clew . You lye out on’c fir, and therefore tis not yours ; for my 
part I do not lye in’c,yec it is mine. . 

Ham. Thou dolt lye in’ c to be in*t and fay it is thine, tis for the 
dead, not for the quick, therefore thou ly eft. 

Clow. Tis a quick lye fir, twill away agaijne from me to you. 

Ha. What man doft thou dig it for ? 

Clow. For no man fir. 

'HamWhix. woman then ? 

Clow.Vov none neither, 

HamWho is to be buried in’t ? , . ’ - 

Clow . One that was a woman fir, but reft her foule fhee’s dead. 

Barn . How abfoluce the knaue i$,wc muft fpcak by the card, or 
cquiuocatio vyd vndoo vs. By the Lord Horatio * this three yetes I 
haue took note of it,the age isgrown fo picked,ihat the toe of the 
pefant comes fo ncere the hcele of the Courtier he galls hiskybe. 

How longhaft thou been a Graue-maker? 

0ow. Of the daies FtH ycere I came too’c that day that our lalt 
Kwig Hamlet ouercame Fortinbrafe. 

Ham. How long is that fince ? . 

Clo. Cannot you tell that ? eucry foolc can tell ij^at,it was that 
very day that young Hamlet was 'borne : he that is mad and tent 
into England. 

Ham. I marry, why was he lent into England* 

Clow. Why becaufe a was mad : a (hall rccouer his wits there, 
or if a doe not, tis no great matter there. 

Bam. Why- . ( ash f| 

Clow . Twill not bee fecne in him there, there aremenasma* 

Ham . How came he mnd ? 

Clow.V cry ftrangely they fay. 

Ham . How ftrangely ? 

Clow. Faith eeh with loofing his wits. 

Ham.V pon what ground i 

Clow Why herein ‘Detmark^t I haue bin Sexton here man and 
boy thirty y cares, ***&• 



T fince o/Denmarke. 1 

Vam How Iona will a man lye i’th earth ere he rot ? 

Clow. Faith if a be not rotten before a dye , as we haue many 

nochv corfcs, that will fcarce hold the layng in , a will Uft you 
fomeeioht yeeve.or nine yeete. A Tanner will laft you nine yearc. 
Ham. Why he m#ic then another ? 

aZ Why fir ,his hide is fo tand with his trade that a will keep 
out water a great while ; and your water is afore decayer of your 

whoifondead body , beer’s a fcull now hath lyen you, th earth 

Ham. Whofe was it ? (twenty thre e y 'eares. 

Clow. A whorfon mad fellowes it was, whofe do you think it 

Ham. Nay I know n<Tr. , a 1 was e 

Clow. A peftilence on him for a road rogue, a pourd a flagon of 
Reni fh on my head once ; this fame skull fir, was fir Tortus skull, 
the Kingslcfter. 

Ham . This? 

Clew. Ecu that. c . 

11 *. Alas poore Torickel knew him Horatio,* fellow ofmhcvite 
ieft of moll excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his back a tbou- 
fand times , and now how abhorred in my imagination it is : my 
coree rifes at it. Here hung ihofc lips that I haue kift-I know not 
. how oft : where be your gibes now ?your gamboles, yout fongs, 
vourflalhes of merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a 

roare, not one now to mock your own grinning,quite choptalne, 
Nowgetyou to my Ladies table, and tell her , let her paint an 
inch thick.to this fauour (he muft come, make her Uught at thar, 
Preihee Horatio tell me one thing. 

Hora. What’s that my Lord i ..... ... 

HalDoil thou think Alexander look* a this fafhion i th earth r 

Hora Een fo. 

Ham. And fmelt fo t pah. 

Hora. Een fo my Lord. 

Ham. To what bafe vfes we may returne Horatio . Why may 
not imagination trace the noble dull of ^Alexander, till a hud it 

flopping a bunghole? . . 

Hora. Twcre to confider too curioufly.to confu.er fo. 

Ha. No faith.not a iot.buc to follow him Aether with modefty 
enough, and likelihood to lead it. Alexander did, Alexander vns 
buried, Alexander returnethto dull, the dull is earth, of earth we 
make lome,& why ofthaclomc whereto he was conuerted, might 
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The T'r^i/Vo/Hamlet ' 

They not flop a Beerc- barrel! ?- 
Imperious Cafar dead,and turn'd to Clay 
Might flap a holetokecp the windaway.’ 

O that that catch which kepr the world in awe, 

Sould patch a wall t'cxpell the waters flaw. 

?ut loftjbuc fofc awhile, here comes the King, Eutt, v 
The Queen, the Courtiers, who is this they follow? Quee LaJAA 

^ :‘v h t h rr d ;'r f f“ d »' hb '“ fc ”. 

The corfc they followed with defpracc hand ** 

Foredoo it ownc life, ’c was of fomc eftate. 

Couch we a while and marke. 

Laer. What Ceremony clfc ? 

Ham. That is Laertes a very noble youih, make* 

Laer. What Ceremony elfe ? 

Dott. Her obfequies haue been as far inlarg’d 
As we haue warranty, her death was doubtful!. 

And but that great command oredwayes the order 
She fhouid in ground vnfan&ificd bin lodg’d 
Till the Iaft trumpet : for charitable prayers, 

Flints and pecbles flhould be thrownc on her : 

Yet here fhe is allow’d her virgin Crants, 

Her may den ftrewmerits, and the bringing home 
Ofbellandburiall. 

Laer. Muft there no more be doone * 

‘Doft. No more be doone. 

We fhouid prophanethefcrnice of the dead. 

To fing a Requiem and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted foules. 

Laer . Lay her i’th earth, 

And from her fairc and vnpolluted flefti 
May Violets fpring : I tell thee churlifh Prieft, 

A. mini firing Angell fhall my (iftcr be 
When thou lyeft howling. 
ham. What, thefaire Ophelia.' 

Quee* Sweets to the fweer/arewcll, 

I bop’t thou (hould’d haue bin my Hamlets yt\(e $ 

I thought thy bride- bed to haue dccjtt fwcet mayd, 

And not haue ftrew’d thy grauc, 

Laer . O trebble woe 

Fall 




Prince o/Denmarfce. 

Fall ten times double on that curftd head. 

Whofe wicked deed thy moftjingenious fence 
Depriucd thee of, hold off the earth a while, 

Til I haue caught her once more in mine armesj 
Now pile your duft vpon the quick and dead. 

Till of this flat a mountaine you haue made. 

To retop old Pelion, ox tht skyefh head 
Of blew Olympus . 

Ham. What is he whofe griefe 
Scares fuch an Emphafis,viho(e phrafe of forrow 
Coniuies the wandringStars,and makes them Hand 
Like wonder wounded hearers ? tis I 
Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer. The Diuell take thy foule, 

Ha, Thou pray’ft not well, I prethee take thy fingers 
For thou gh I am not fpleenatiue rafh, (from my throar. 
Yet haue I in me fometbing dangerous, 

Which let thy wifdome feare ; hold off thy hand ? 

King. Pluck them afunder, 

Quee. Hamlet, Hamlet. 

AH. Gentlemen. 

Bora. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why 1 will fight with him vpon this theame 
Vntill my eye-Jids will no longer wagge, 

Quee. O my fonne,what theame ? 

Ham. I lou’d Ophelia : forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of loue 
Make vp my fum. What wilt thou doo for het. 

King. O he is mad Laertes. 

Quee. For loue of God forbeare him ? 

Ham. S’wounds (hew me what th’out doo ; 

Woo’t weep, woo’t fight, woo’t faft, woo’t teare thy 
Woo’t drinke vp Efill,eat a Crocadile ( felfe, 

l ie doo’t : doolf come here to whine? 

To out-face me with leaping in her graue, 

Be buried quick with her,and fo will I. 

And if thou prate of mountaines,let them throw 
Millions of Acres on vs, till our ground 
Sindginghis pate againftthc burning Zone 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Make OflTa like a wart, nay and thou’lt mouth. 

Tie rant as well asthou. 

Quee. This is tneere madneffc. 

And this a whilethefu will workeon him. 

Anon as patient as a female Doe 
When that her golden cuplcts are difclofed 
Hjs filence will fit drooping. 

Ham. Heare you fir. 

What is the reafon that you vfe me thus ? 

I lou’d you euer,but it is no matter. 

Let Hercules himfelfe do what he may 
The Cat will mew, a Dog will haue his day Exit Hamlet, 

Ktng. I pray thee good Horatio wait vpon him. and Horatit. 
Strengthen your patience in out laft nights fpcech, 

Weele put the matter to the prefent pufiv: 

Good Gertrard fet fome watch oucryourfonne. 

This graue (hall haue a liuiivg monument, 

An houre of quiet thereby fhall we fee 
Tell then in patience our proceeding be. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio . 

Ha. So much for this fir,now dial you fee the other,. 

You dorememberallthe circumftance. 

Hor. Remember it my Lord, . 

Ham, Sir in my heart there was a kind of fighting 
That would notlet me deep, me thought I lay 
Worfe then the routines in the bilbo's, rafhly. 

And praifd be tafhnes for it : let vs know, 

©orindiferetionfometimes ferues v.s well 

When ont deep plots do fal.and that fhould lcarne vs 
There’s a diuinity that ihapes our ends, 

Rough hew them how we will. 

Hora. That is mod certainc. 

Ham. Vp from my Cabin, 

My fca-gowne fcarft about me in the darke 
Gropt I to find out them, had my defire, 

Fingard their packet, and m fine withdrew 
To mine owne roorfle again® tnaking 3 fo bom 
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Prince o/Denmarke^ 

My feares forgetting manners to vnfold 
Their grand commiflionj where 1 found Horatio 
A royall knaucry, an exa& command 
Larded With many feuerall forts of reafons. 
Importing Denmark health, and England* to. 

With hoe 3 fuch Bugs aod Goblins in my life, 

That on the fuperuife no leifine bated, 

No not to flay the grinding of the Axe, 

My head fhould be ftrooke off. 

Hora. ritpoffible? 

HamMext’i the commiflion.read it at more lcilure^ 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed. 

Hora. I befeech you. 

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with villames, 
Or I could make a Prologue to my brakes, 

They had begun the Play, I fat me downe, 

Deuis'd a new comtmflion, wrote it faire, 

I once did hold it as onr Statifts doe 
A bafenefle to write faire, and labourd much 
How to forget that learning, but fir now 
It did me yeomans feruice, wilt thou know 
Th* effe&of what I wrote ? 

Hora, I good my Lordi 

Ham. An eatnefi coniuration from the King, 

As Snoland was his faithfull Tributarie, 

As loue between them like the Palme might florifh. 
As peace fhould ftill her wheaten Garland wcarc 
And ftand a Comma tweene their amities. 

And many fuch like, as fir of gteatcharge, 

That on the view, and knowing of thefe contens,. 

Without debatement further more or leffe 

He fhould thofe bearers put to hidden death, 

Not fhriuing time allow’d. 

Hora. How was this feald ? 

Ham. Why euen in that was Heauen ordinant, 

I had my fathers fignet in my purfe . 

Which was the modell of that Dattijo feale, 

Folded the writ vp in the forme of th’other, _ ^ 

Subfcrib’d it, gau’tth’imp«ffion,plac d it lately, 
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The Tragedie o/Hamlet 

The changling neuet knowne : now the next day 
Was our Sea-fight, and what to this was feauenc 
Thou knoweft already, " 

Hora, So Guyldenslerne and Refiner atu go coo’c. 

Ham . They are not necr my confidence; their defeat 
Does by their owne infinuation grow, 

Tis dangerous when the bafer nature comes 
Betweene the paffe and fell incenfcd points 
Of mightie Oppofites. 

j Hera.. Why what a King is this! 

Ham. Does it not think thee ftand me now vpon ? 

He that hath kild my King, and wh of d my mother, 

Pop’c in betweene the eleftion and my hopes. 

Thro wnc out his Angle for my proper life, 

And with fiuch cofnage, fit noc peTfe<& confidence? 

Enter a Courtier* 

Cour. Your Lordfhip is right welcome backe to Denmark?* 
Ham* I humbly thanke you fir. 

Doo’ft know this Water-flic ? 

Hora. No my good Lord . 

Ham. Thy ftate is the more gracious , for tis a vice to know 
him. He hath much land and fcrtilhlct a beaft be Lord of beafts, 
and his Crib (hall ftand at the Kings meffe, tis a chough, but as I 
iay,fpacious in the poffeflioa of dure. 

Cour. Sweet Lord, if your Lordfhip were at leifure, I fhould 
unpart a thing to you from his Maiefty. 

Ham. I will receiue it fir with all diligence of fpirit,your bon- 
net to his right vfe, tis for the head. 

Cour. I thanke your Lordfhip, it is very hot. 

Hum. No beleeue me, tis very cold, the wind is Northerly. 
Cour . It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed. 

Ham * But yet me thinks it is very foultry and hot, or my com- 
plexion. 

Cour . Exceedingly my Lord, it is very foultry as t’werel can- 
not tell how :my Lord his Maiefty bad me fignific to you, that a 
has layed a great wager on your bead, fir this is the matter. 

Ham . I befecch you remember. 

Cour. Nay good my Lord for my cafe in good faith,fir here is 

newly come to Court Laertes , beleeue mce an abfolucc Gentle- 
' snap, 
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o/Denmarke. 

' an fall of moft e*c client differences , of very foft focietie, 
m a ereat fhowing tindeed to fpeake feelingly of him, he is the 
Card or Kalender of Jennie : for you fhall find in him the conti- 
nent of what part a Gentleman would fee. 

Ham. Sir, his defincment fuffers no perdition myou.though I 
. w to diuide him inuentori ally , would dizzie ch’arithmetiek 
f memo tie ,and yet but raw neither, in refpeft of his quick faile, 
Kutin the verity of enrolment,! take him to be afouleofgreatar- 
anc j his infufionof fuch dearth and rareneffe.as tomaketrue 
dixion of him, hisfemblableishismirrour, and who els would 
trace him, his vmbrage, nothing more. 

U *C»ur. Your Lordfhip fpeakes moft infallibly of him. 

/*». The concernancy fir, why do we wrap the Gentleman in 
our mot ra w er breath ? ^ 

Hora . Ift not poffvble to ruderfland in another tongue.you will 

What imports the nomination of this Gentleman ? 

Cam Of Laertes. . , r 

H,ra. His purfe is empty already, all’s golden words are fpent. 

Ham. Of him fir. 

^woidd^ou did fir, yet in faith ifyoudid,it would,noc 

mM 0«r PP Yo U u aw’ignorant of what excellence Laertes i*. 

Ham. I dare not confeffc that, lead I Ihould compare with him 
in excellence, but to know a man well, were to know himfelte 
C»ur. I mcane fir for this weapon , but in the imputation laid, 
on him by them in his meed, he’s vnfellowed. 

Ham. What’s his weapon ? 

Conr. Rapiar and Dagger. 

Ham. Thafstwo of his weapons, but well. 

CW The King fit hath wagerd with him fix VarUy bortes 
againft the which he has impaund as I take it fix 
and Poioards, with their afiigoes as girdle, hanger and fo.Tnree 
ofthe carriages in faith, are very deare to fanc.e very refponfiuc 
tithe hilts, moft delicate carriages, and ofrery libeiall conceit. 

W mwgent 

done. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

£Z‘ 5 e c u r,i r ge fir arc the h ™s™- 

"!! ih«»,bnt on, fix liotf-s’jgainft fix l£2*. b “ ’i’" 8 "* 

"r'-f h t D ?t- "V i. .hi. nil yoo .III li r F ""i 

Ham. How if I anfwere no > 

C j° T “ r m ij™r an Ti my M ' °L d thc °PP ofition ofyourperfon in trial. 

•5ri S,rI u Wl11 ™ alke *? eerc in Che hall,lf ic plcafc his Maiefty, 
it is tlie breathing time of day with me,let the foiles be brought 
the Gentler^ willing, and the King hold his purpofe; I will win 

the odd* hUs ^ lf 1 Wl11 8311,6 nothin S but m 7 Aiamc , and 

Cour • Shall I deliuer you fo? 

Ham. To this cfifed fir, after what florifh your nature vviil* 

C 7Hr * I commend my clucie to your Lordflhip. 

Ham. Yours doo’s well to commend it himfelfe, there are no 
tongues elfe forhisturnc. 

Hora. This Lapwing runs away with the flicll on his head- 

Ham. A did fo fir with his duggc before a fuckt it, thus has he 
and many more of the fame breed chat I know the droflfie age 
dotes on, onely got the tune of the time, and out of an habit of 
incounter, a kind of miftie coll.e& on, which c rries them through 
and through themoft profane and trennowntd opinons, and doe 
but blow them to their triall, the bubbles are our* 

Enter a hold. 

Lord. My Lord,his Maicftie commended him to you by yong 
Qflricke* who brings back to him that you attend him in the hall, 
he fends to know if your plcafure hold to play with£**rr*/,or that 
you will take longer time ? 

Ham. I am confiant to ray purpofes , they follow the Kings 
plcafure,ifhis fitnefle fpeakes,mincis readymow or whenfocuer, 
prouided I be fo able as noyv. 

1 " " Lord # 
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Prime of Den mar kc. 

Jjni. The King and Queene and all arc comming downe* 
Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. The Queene defires you to vfe fome gentle entertain^ 
m ent to Laertes, before you go to play. 

Ham. Sheewellinflru$sme. 

Hera, You will loofe my Lord. 

Bam. I do not think fo, fince he went into France, I haue btu 
in continuall pra&ife, I fhall winne at the oddesj thou would ft 
notthinke how ill all’s heere about my heart, but it is no matter* 
H»ra. Nay good my Lord. 

Ham. It is but fooleric, but it is fuch a kind or gamc-giuing, 

as would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hera. If your mind diflike any thing, obayit* 1 lhall foteftall 

their repaire hither and fay you arc not fit. 

Ham . Not a whit we defie Augurie,there is fpeciall ptouidence 
in the fall of a Sparrow, if it bee, tis not to come, if it bee not to 
come ic will be now, if it be not now, yet it will come, the readi- 
ne/Te i* all, fince no man of ought he leaues , knowes what ill to 

leaue betimes, let be. 

A table prepared. Trumpets, Drums and Officers rettbCn/hiens, 
Ktng, Queene, and all the ft ate, Foiles, Daggers, and Laertes.. 
King. Come Hamlet, come and take this hand from me. 

Ham. Giuc me your pardon fir, I haue done you wrong. 

But pardon’tasyou ate aGenlemm, this prclence knowe*. 

And you mull needs haue heard.howl ampunilhc 
With a lore diftra&ion : what 1 haue done 
That might your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake I heere proclaime was madntfle, 

Wa(? Hamlet wronged Laertes ? neuer Hamlet, 

If Hamlet from himfelfe be tane away. 

And when he’s not himfelfe, doe’s wrong Laertes* 

Then Hamlet doe’s it not, Hamlet denies it, 

Who does it then? his madneffe. Ift be fo, 

Hamlet is of the fa&ion thatis wronged. 

His madnefie is poorc Hamlets enemie. 

Let my declaiming from a purpos’d euill, 

Free me fo farre in your moll generous thoughts 
That Ihauc (hot my Arrow ore the houfe^ 







The TrAgedte of Hamlet; 

And hurt my brot her. 

Laer. I am fatisfied in nature, 

Whofemotiue in this cafe fbould fiirrememoft 
To my reuenge,buc in my tearmes of honor 
I ft and aloofe, and will no reconcilement. 

Till by fome elder MaRers of knowne honour 
I haue a voice and president ofpcace 
To my name vngor’d : but all that time 
I doc receine your offered loue, like loue. 

And will not wrong it. 

Ham. I imbrace it freely, and will this brothers wager 
frankly play. 

Giue vs the Foiles. 

Lair. Come, one for me. 

Ham. lie be your foil t Laertes, in mine ignorance 
Your skill lhall like a ftarre i’th darkeft night 
Stick fiery Of indeed. 

Laer. You mock me fir. 

Ham. No by this hand. 

JKfeg.Giue them the foiles yong OJlric{>eoCmHam. 

You know the wager. 

Ham. Very well my Lord. 

Your Grace has laid the oddes a’th weaker fide. 

King. I doe not feare it, Ihaoe feene you both a 
Butfince he is better, we haue therefore oddes. 

Laer. This is to heauy : let me fee another. 

Ham. This likes me well, thefc foiles haue alia length. 
Oflr. I my good Lord. 

King. Set me the ftoops of wine vpon the table. 

If Hamlet giue the firftorfecond hit, 

Or quit in anl wer of the third exchange, 

Let all the battlements their Ordnance fire. 

The King fhall drinkc to Hamlets better breath, 

And in the cup an Onix (hall he throw. 

Richer then that which foure fucefliue Kings 
It iDenmarkfS Crownc haue worne : giue m§thecup$j 
' And. let the Kettle to the Trumpet fpeake. 

The Trumpe t to the Cannoneere without, 

The CanoBs to theHcauens,theHeaucns to Earth, 



Now 





Prince o/Denttiark£ 



fets 

the while. 



Now the Kins diinkes to Hamlet, come begin. 

And you tl edu. ges beare a warie eye. 

Ham. Come on fir. 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

Ham. One. 

Laer. No. 

Ham. lodgement. ; 

Ollr. A hit, a very palpable hit. Drum, Trumpets andjhot , 

Laer. Well, againc. Flettri/h, a Peece goes cjf 0 

King. Stay, giue me drink, Hamlet this Pearle is thine, 

Heere’s to thy health, giue him the cup. 

Ham. He play this boutfirft,fet it by a while 
Come, another hit. What fay you i 

Laer. Idoeconfeft. 

King. Our fonne fhall winne. 
fate. He*s fat and fcant of breath. 

Heere Hamlet take my napkin rub thy browes, 

The Queene cavowfes to thy fortune Hamlet. 

Ham. Good Madam. 

King. Gertrard, doe not drinke. 

Quee. I will ray Lord, I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfned cup, it is too late. 

Ham. I dare not drinke yet Madam, by and by^ 

Quee. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer , My Lord,Ile hit him now. 

King. I doe not think’r. 

Laer. And yet it is almqft againft my confciencej _ • . 

Ham. Come for the third Laertes, you doe but dally? 

I pray you paffe with your beft violence 
I am furc you make a wanton of me 
Laer. Say you fo come on. 

Oftr. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Haue at you now., n . : dud 

King. Part them, they are incenft. 

Ham. Nay come againe. . 

OStr. Lcoke to the Qucece there hoe. 

Hora.They bleed on both fides,how is it myLotdi 
OSr. Hovt'iR Laertes! 

Laer. Why as a Woodceck to mine owne fringe. OJtrK\ 
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The T rage die o/Hamlet 

I am iuftly kild with mine owne treachery. 

Ham. How does the Qiieene? 

King. She founds to fee them bleed. 

5«?«.No,no,the drink, the drink, O my deare Ham } 

The drink, the drink, I am poyfned. 

Ham. O villaine ! hoe let the dore be lock’t. 

Treachery, feek it out. 

Laer.lt is here Hamlet thou art flaine, 

No medecine in the world can do thee good. 

In thee there is not halfe an houres life. 

The treacherous instrument is in my hand 
Vnbaced and emtenom’d,the foule pra&ife 
Hath turn’d it felfe on me,loehere I lye .$£#•' 

Neuer to rife againe : thy mother’s poy fned, 

I am no more, the King,the Kings too blame. 

ifo.The point enuenom’d to.then venom to thy work 
e^f//.Treafon,treafon. 

King.O yet defend me friends, I am but hurt. 

Ham. Here thou inceftious damned ‘Dane, 

Drink of this potion,is the Onixe here i 
Follow my mother. 

Laer. He is iuftly fcrued.it is a poifon temperd byhim- 
Exchange forgiUeneffe with me noble Hamlet, (felfe 

Mine and my fathers death come not vpon thee, 

Nor thine on me. 

Ham . Hcauen make thee free of it, I follow thee ; 

I am dead Horatio.mctchei Cfcueene adiew. 

You that lookepale and tremble at this chance, 

That are but mutes, or audience to this ad. 

Had I but time as this fell Sergeant Death 
Is Arid in his arreft. O I could tell you I 
But let it be ; Horatio I am dead. 

Thou liueiVre port me and my caufe aright 
To the vnfatisfied. 

Hora. Neuer beleeue it; 

I am more an. autike Roman then a Dane, 

Heet’s yet fome liquor left. 

As th'art a man 

Giue me t he cop, let goe,by hcauen lie hate, ^ 
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ftrince o/Denmarke.' 7 

O God Horatio ! what a wounded name 
Things Banding thus rnknowne, fhall Ileaue behind me? 

If thou didft euer hold me in thy heart, 

Abfent thee from felicity a while. 

And in this hitfh world draw thy breath in paine %A march a 
To tell my Aory s what warlike noife is this ? farreofF, 

Enter Ofrick. 

Ofr. Young Fortinbrajf ; with conqueft come from ‘Poland, 
Th’Embaffadors of England giues this warlike roily. 

Ham. O I die Horatio, 

The potentpoyfon quite ore-growes my fpirir, 

I cannot Hue to heare the newes from England, 

But I do prophefie the eledion lights 
On Fortinbrajfe, he has my dying voycc, 

So tell him with th’occDrrants more and lefle 
Which haue folici ted,the reA is Alence. 

Hora. Now cracks a noble heart, good night fwecc 
And flight of Angels finge thee to thy reA. (Prince, 

Why dooes the drum come hether f 

- Enter FortmbraJfejnitb the Emhajfadore. 

Fortin , Where is this fight ? 

Hora, What is it you would fee ? 

If ought of woe,or wonder, ceafe yoUr feareh. 

Fortin. This quarry cries on hauock,0 proud death 
What feafi is toward in thine eternal! cell, 

That thou fo many Princes at a (hot 
So bloudily haft Arooke ? 

Embaf. The fight is difmall 
And our affaires from England come too late. 

The cares are fenccleffe that (hould giuc vs heating, 

To tell him his commandement is fulfill’d, 

That Rofencram and GujldenQerne are dead. 

Where fhould we haue out thanks ? 

Hora. Not from his mouth 
Had it th’ability of life to thanke you ; - 

He neuer giuc commandement for tbeit death y 
But fince fo jump rpon this bloody queffion 
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Thef mgcdie of Hamlet 

You from the Tt/bdt, wtrre^and you from 
Are herearriued,giuc order that thefe bodies^ 

High on a lhgc be placed so the view, 

And let roe fpeak,to th’yct vnknowing world l; ? 0 : 

How thefe things came about ; fo (hall you hearc 
Of crucil, bloody and vnnaturall a &$. 

Of accidentall iudgements, cafuall ft ughters. 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and for no caufe, 

And in this vpfhot^purpofes roiftooke, 

Falne on the Inuemers heads : all this can I 
.Truely deliuer. 

Fart. Let vs haft to heare it, 
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Bav, : ' ! ! r c . ' - f'V?T t 

And call the noblell: to the audience, ; l :o.; 

For me with forrow I embrace my fortune, 

I baue fome rights of memory in this Kingdome,. 

Which now to cleime my vantage doth inuite me* 

Hora % Of that I (hall haue alfo caufc to fpeake, 

And from his mouth, whole voice wil draw no more,. 

But let this fame be presently perform’d 
Euen while mens niindcs arc wilde , Icaft more mi£- 
On plots and errors happen. chance 

Fort „ Letfourc Captaincs ; T v > r ‘ . . 2L 

Scare Hamlet like a Souldier to the C i ,-vV* 

Forhewaslikely,hadhebeenputon, 

To haue proued moft royall ; and foif hispaffage,. 

The Souldiers roufiqk and the right of warre i ;cxip z;ri'T 
Speake loudly for him : , 

Take vp the bodies, fuch a fight as this,. , 

Becomes the field, but here flhowes much amiite. ; 

Goc bid the Souldiers fhoot, 
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